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Summary


Ezra and Sabine share a few moments that strengthen their relationship.


Notes


This takes place sometime in season 4. Not really canon-complaint, more like “it could have happened you don’t know.” :)
The first part takes place mid season 4, and the second part takes place late season 4.


See the end of the work for more notes
Inspired by You Haven't Forgotten Our Ways by cadeskywalker
Chapter 1
The Ghost was quiet. Spectres 1 and 4 had taken the Phantom II to refuel, while Spectres 3 and 5 were doing recon with some of Phoenix Squadron. Spectre 2 was in the cockpit, and Spectre 6 sat reading a brief for his next mission, thinking about how strange it was that he had to do that now. It used to be just the crew running missions. Hera and Kanan would give him a mission, threaten him with chores if he complained, and send him off with someone else as backup, usually Sabine.


Sabine .


He hadn’t seen much of Sabine lately. In fact, he hadn’t seen much of any of the Ghost crew lately, but Sabine least of all. It seemed she was always running some pick-up or infiltration. 


He missed her. 


One thing that gave him comfort, however, was that Sabine seemed to miss him too. She’d made a point of acknowledging him whenever they saw each other, often with a headbutt or a punch to his shoulder. Ezra had incurred multiple bruises from this form of greeting, but he didn’t really mind. Sabine had never shown physical affection to him before, and Ezra was happy that she felt comfortable enough with him to share those moments with him at all, no matter how ungentle they were sometimes. And there was no way he was going to tell a Mandalorian to be less aggressive; that was a sure way to get killed. 


Besides, Ezra had seen other Mandalorians participate in similar gestures before, enough times for him to know that such interactions were part of their culture. And though he wasn’t quite sure of the significance of the custom, he felt the connection it fostered. The brief touch, even through beskar, was grounding in a way that was similar to Jedi meditation. Unlike meditation, however, it connected him to some one instead of some thing . It was more like a force bond then, Ezra thought; welding two people together in a way that went beyond attachment.


Ezra found himself smiling at the thought of Sabine, then smiling broader when he felt her presence in the docking bay. He looked up from his data pad as she walked into the room. 


“How was the mission?” he asked. 


“Fine. Boring. We won, I guess.”


“No explosions this time?”


“Not even one .”


Chopper chirped unhelpfully in binary.


“That doesn’t count, Chop, it was hardly even a detonation.”


“Next time,” Ezra assured her jokingly.”


She plopped down next to him.


“What’s that?” she asked, leaning over his shoulder to look at his data pad.


“Mission brief. Nothing too interesting.”


“When do you leave?”


“Next rotation.”


“Good. We can do some sparring later, then.”


“Sounds good to me. You should get some rest before then, though.”


“You’re probably right,” she sighed. “I’m dead tired.”


She rested her helmeted head against Ezra’s for a moment as she caught her breath.


“Okay,” she said, standing up. “Happy reading.”


She exited the room with a brief nod to Rex, who sat across from Ezra. 


Funny, Ezra had forgotten Rex was there. And now Rex was looking at him weird.


 


“What?”Ezra asked.


Rex shrugged and turned back to his own data pad. Confusion creased Ezra’s brow.


“No, really, what is it?”


Rex hesitated. “Nothing,” he said. “I just didn’t realize that you two did that.”


“What do you mean?”


“You know. That. ”


“The headbutt?”


“Yeah.” Rex looked back to his work, obviously uncomfortable with this topic of conversation.


“What’s wrong with the headbutt?” Ezra pressed.


“Nothing. Just didn't realize you did it.”


“Why wouldn’t we?”


Rex cleared his throat. “Well, you know what it means, right?”


“No. I mean, I know it’s a Mandalorian thing. Like a sign of affection. Like a hug, maybe. Anyway, how would you know?”


“Prime was a Mandalorian,” Rex said matter-of-factly. “And no, it’s not like a hug.”


“Okay, what is it like, then?”


Rex shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “It’s more like a kiss.”


Ezra practically jumped from his seat. “A what !? But like a friendly kiss, right? Right??”


Rex shook his head. “Not really. I mean, families do it sometimes, but…” he trailed off, leaving Ezra speechless.


Chapter 2
Chapter Notes


This takes place late season 4


See the end of the chapter for more notes
“Sabine, there’s something I need to talk to you about.”


Sabine paused her painting. “Okay.”


She followed Ezra up to the roof. The Ghost had set down on a grassy planet for a refuel, and the fields that surrounded them were breathtaking. But Ezra gazed out at the city in the distance, no doubt thinking of Lothal. Sabine put a hand on his shoulder.


“What is it, Ezra?”


“I have this… feeling,” he said.


Sabine tensed, fingers twitching in the direction of her blaster. When Jedi had a “feeling,” it usually meant trouble.


“I think something might happen, I’m not sure what, or when–it’s just a feeling. But I think you’re supposed to be a part of it, Sabine. I know you are. And… Ahsoka, too. I think.”


He shook his head. 


“The Force is clouded. There are so many paths–I think I’ll be away for a while–but in every one I’m counting on you, Sabine.”


He met her eyes, and Sabine was struck with whatever it was he was feeling: There was Loss, Lost, Love… a spiral of images that made no sense to her and disconnected emotions that tangled between the visions.


But Ezra was asking her to help him, to do what she’d always done: be there for him when he needed her, and she would rather die than let him down. No matter how daunting the future looked, all stormy and blue, no matter how scared she was (and she was scared,) she would not fail him.


She had always been the one to lead them into battle, but now it was Ezra’s turn. He had grown so much, she realized.


“Of course, Ezra,” she said. “Whatever it is, I’ll have your back.”


He smiled. His blue eyes drifted back to the world around them, only this time he looked at the stars. Sabine knew he saw something she didn’t, but for once that didn’t bother her. She trusted him.


“Ezra?”


“Yeah?”


Blue eyes. Blue as the light of deep space. Sabine reached up and pressed her forehead to his. He returned the gesture. 


“Good night,: she said, pulling away. “Thanks for trusting me.”


Once again, she was met with those blue eyes and brilliant smile.


“Always.”


 


Chapter End Notes


<3


End Notes


Thanks so much for reading! Please let me know if you find any typos:)
This fic was written for Sabezra Week 2022, and you should definitely go check out the other fics in the collection!
Have a great day, you are all amazing!


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


“If you're lost out there and your tauntaun is dead, if your comm is down, if it’s getting dark, you dig a hole in the snow and burrow down. We will find you.”


Notes


Thank you LadyWren7 for giving me a reason to post this after a year of doing nothing in my drafts.


See the end of the work for more notes
Sabine hated Hoth with a passion; the winds that would cut through her like a knife, every breath that felt like a gasp, the constant nosebleeds, the constant numbness in her fingers and toes, the inability to wear her armor, she hated it all. 


Sabine shivered and clenched her hand warmers as she boarded the Ghost. 


Ever since Hera had moved the Spectres with her to set up the base, they’ve had to climb up the ladder to avoid lowering the ramp to preserve heat.


Sabine got it, she really did, but the cold metal stole what little heat she had in her gloves and her arms were stiff and her feet were frozen and she really didn’t want to climb up a stupid ladder to get warm. 


Sabine shut the door behind her and let out a sigh of relief that Hera let them keep the heat higher than usual. 


Any minute now, the pins would kick in and Sabine would feel the sharp pains as feeling came back to her limbs that was akin to being set on fire.


She tore off her snowy gloves and tossed the hand warmers in the trash. She placed her boots and parka and scarf and hat in their corresponding places with the others’. Sabine let out a full body shiver before she grabbed a pair of slippers and threw on one of the many thick sweaters on the hooks by this entrance. 


“Hey, ‘bean, caff is done brewing.” Ezra came around the corner with a cup of steaming hot caff. 


“I love you so much!” Sabine wiggled her fingers to get the feeling to come back quicker.


“Oh this is mine. Yours is in the galley with your soup.” Ezra still held the sweet smelling caff. 


“I don’t care, gimme!” Sabine held out her hands. 


Ezra grinned as he passed the cup to Sabine.


“Oh, this is nice. I like this.” Sabine closed her eyes and smiled as she held the cup. “I can start to feel again.”


“Regretting cutting your hair yet?”


Yes. Every damn day they were on this planet, yes.


“I’ll have you know, I do not regret cutting my hair.” Sabine wished she knew they were going to Hoth before she cut her hair short like a pixie but at least the green stood out against the snow.


“Okay, if you say so.” Ezra guided Sabine through the ship towards the galley. 


“Kark, I can feel the pins and needles now.” Sabine winced. 


“Kanan made long grain and wild rice soup.” Ezra said.


“I wondered if that was what I smelled.” 


“Jacen helped cut the vegetables. So make sure you mention how good of a job he did and don’t say-”


“BEAN!” Jacen squealed when he saw her. 


The three year old was wearing his Loth-wolf onesie again; Jacen wore it religiously when he got it for his second birthday and hadn’t taken it off since they landed on this Force forsaken planet of ice and snow. Sabine also noticed he was wearing his crocheted hat with lekku again. 


“Hey Jace.” Sabine waved her fingers stiffly.


“Daddy helped me make the soup.” Jacen hugged her now on fire leg.


Sabine really hated the cold.


“He did?” Sabine gasped.


“Yeah, and he, and he did some of the choppy bits but I stirred and did most of the choppy bits!” Jacen nodded his head and twisted the green lekku to match his mom’s. 


“Are you teaching him how to cook?” Sabine grinned. 


“Yes!” 


“Good, cause he was a lost cause before you came around.” Sabine teased the cook.


“I will spit in your soup.” Kanan threatened. 


“You don’t have the nerve.” Sabine challenged. 


“Try me.”


“Oh good, you’re back!” Zeb entered the galley and sat down. 


“Great, now that everyone is here, sit down Sabine, you just got out of the cold, Kanan and I have something important to discuss with you. It’s something we should have brought up when we first arrived, but I thought it was unnecessary.” Hera passed soup and gave Sabine her own cup of caff while Sabine passed Ezra’s caff back to him. “Jacen, sweetheart, lekku off at the table.” 


Jacen frowned as he took off his hat revealing just as bright green hair.


“And I argued that it is necessary.” Kanan muttered under his breath.


“Anyway,” Hera gave him a look. “We talked about it at length and agreed to do this for health and safety and health and safety only.”


“Whenever you two leave Echo Base, you will get a flask of Spirytus Stawski. It is ninety-six per cent alcohol. It will feel like a punch to the gut. Drinking an excessive amount can and will kill you.” Kanan said. “Before you argue “oh i’m a mandalorian, i can handle my liquor,” I have seen Wookies fall to this drink.” 


“So why…?” Sabine ate her soup. Oh Ka’ra, it was like getting a warm hug on the inside. It burned all the way down and Sabine wondered if her insides were just as frozen as her outsides. 


“If you're lost out there and your tauntaun is dead, if your comm is down, if it’s getting dark, you dig a hole in the snow and burrow down, drink your emergency alcohol, we will find you.” Kanan passed two flasks to Ezra and Sabine. “It will make your blood alcohol levels high enough so you won’t freeze however it will make you do stupid things.” 


Sabine and Ezra grabbed their flasks with equally mischievous grins. 


“You will start to feel warm. For the love of the Mother, do NOT take your clothes off. It’s a side effect of being drunk and you will end up dead in a snowbank.” Hera stressed. 


“You will return these, unopened, at the end of your shifts. Hera and I will know if you drink these outside of an emergency.” Kanan warned. 


Sabine nodded at the warning and Ezra looked like he was annoyed. 


“Noted.” Sabine asked. 


“Emergencies only. I do not tolerate alcoholics on my ship.” Hera warned. 


“Yeah mom! Emergencies only.” Ezra promised as he ate his soup.


“She’s serious. I had to go through a detox and get sober. It was hell. Don’t drink.” Kanan said.


“No drinking, I promise I won’t need this.” 


Famous last words.


///


Sabine and Ezra had planned to meet up after placing some sensors so they could both make it back to Echo Base. They had planned it each time they went out into the frozen tundra to make sure the other was safe but this time, this Force forsaken planet had decided to have one of its unpredictable blizzards.


It wasn’t long before their tauntauns froze to death.


They couldn’t get a signal through the storm back to Hera and no one would be able to find them even if they could. Between the dark and the snow, they were essentially blinded. 


Ezra had unclipped his lightsaber, giving them some sort of light and a little heat.


Sabine started burrowing first and stopped as soon as she started to sweat. 


“Switch with me!” Sabine shouted over the storm. 


Ezra handed the saber to her and took over.


“Stop if you sweat! You’ll die!” Sabine shouted.


“What?”


“Don’t sweat! You’ll freeze!”


“Got it!”


They alternated a couple times, each steadily losing feeling in their extremities and their faces, before they crawled into the burrow that was shielded by the two dead tauntauns. Ezra’s lightsaber still lit up and stuck up in the snow like a green beacon.


“You know, I don’t think we s-s-should have s-s-said, “we won’t need this-s” when Kanan gave us alcohol.” Ezra shivered. 


“I don’t think I could open the flask.” Sabine’s teeth chattered and hurt from the cold.


“F-f-f-front pocket. If-f-f you get mine out I’ll use the F-f-force.”


Sabine slowly and stiffly unzipped Ezra’s parka and got out the flask; her hand warmers could only do so much. 


Ezra used the Force to unscrew the lid. 


“How much s-s-s-should we drink?” Ezra asked.


“I don’t know.” 


“Ladies-s-s f-f-first.” Ezra offered. 


The smell was awful. 


The metal flask was cold. 


Sabine tilted her head back and nearly choked.


It was awful. It burned so bad. Her eyes blurred but that may have been her tears from the cold and not the drink.


“Karabast!” Sabine swore, her voice hoarse and raspy.


“Cheers.” Ezra said as he took the flask and finished it.


He also choked and coughed. 


“I don’t know why Kanan would get addicted, that stuff’s nasty.” Ezra made a weird face. 


Sabine started to feel tingling in her face and her limbs. Was it the alcohol or the cold, she didn’t know. What she did know was that she was starting to feel warm and cozy in this burrow with Ezra.


Ezra who, she now would admit, was actually more handsome than she gave him credit for…


“I’m starting to feel weird.” Puffs of breath came out of his mouth when he spoke.


“Tingling?” Sabine felt like she was floating. 


“Tingling.” Ezra’s eyes were really blue.


Sabine felt really warm. It wasn’t the alcohol, it wasn’t the burrow.


“I’m starting to feel warm.” 


“Well, remember what Hera said.”


“I am not going to take my clothes off. It’s too damn cold.” Sabine shivered. “I’m glad I’m not alone.” 


Was it him?


“Me too.”


Yeah. It was him.


Sabine acted on instinct; she gripped the fur around his parka’s hood and pulled him closer than he already was. He tasted like the disgusting liquor but then again, so did she, and most importantly he was warm.


Sabine felt like she was flying. 


Her heartbeat raced with the combination of nerves and excitement and oh kriff she was really doing this.


Sabine released the fur and pulled away.


“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.” They were both inebriated. Neither were in their right mind. When Sabine thought about doing this, she had imagined they would both be in their right state of mind, that they would be sober.


“I’m glad you did.” Ezra whispered, his blue eyes barely visible in the faint green light.


Sabine smiled as she was pulled into another searing kiss. 


 


Sabine didn’t know what woke her up; her head pounded, it was too bright. Why was it so ungodly bright? It could also be the chilled nose nuzzling hers. 


Sabine was still cold but she was curled up against something that was warmer than snow.


She blinked many times to adjust to the brightness and her headache got worse but she got to see Ezra’s face centimeters from hers. 


She could see his eyes still twitching while he dreamed, she could see the harsh rosiness to his cheeks the cold left, she could see his lips were still swollen from last night and cracked from the freezing temperatures.


While Sabine didn’t regret kissing him last night, she felt like it happened because of the alcohol and not because both of them wanted it. 


Would Ezra blame her for last night?


Their relationship from this point on is forever changed. They can’t go back to how things used to be now that they kissed. Would he even still want to be her best friend? Would he be angry at her? Would-


“You’re thinking too loud.” Ezra murmured. 


“Morning.” Sabine whispered. 


“Mhf, my head hurts.” He winced.


“Same.” Sabine said sadly.


“About last night-” Ezra started.


“It was a mistake. We were both drunk. Friends kiss each other while drunk all the time, so it’s no big deal and it’s not a reason to destroy a friendship right? I mean nothing has to-” Ezra cut Sabine off with a kiss. It was nice but it hurt with the cold and their chapped lips.


“I don’t think it was a mistake.” Ezra said against her lips before kissing her again. 


“You’re not mad I kissed you?” Sabine pulled away.


“Kanan always said the best way to get a girl was to let her make the first move, so I figured that if you wanted to do something, you’d do it and if not, then I’d respect that.”


Kark it all, this man…


“You’re too important to me, I didn’t want to ruin our friendship by asking for something you weren’t willing to give. I was honestly okay with being friends because whatever makes you happy, makes me happy.” 


This stupid Jetii of hers…


“I’d be happy kissing my best friend.” Sabine grinned; her stupid heart was beating wildly in her chest.  


She was crying from the cold. It wasn’t because her stupid Jetii was the sweetest in the galaxy.


Ah kriff, her tears were now frozen to her face.


“And I am also happy if I get to kiss my best friend.” Ezra nuzzled her nose with his.


Sabine grinned and then their comlinks buzzed. 


“-cetre Five do you copy? Spectre Six do you copy?” Zeb sounded panicked. 


Ezra fumbled with the comm before he was able to answer. 


“Oh, so now you come out and find us?” Ezra snarked. 


“I was beginning to think you were mad I drew cartoons of you for Jacen.” Sabine teased. 


“Thank Ashla, you’re alive.” Zeb sighed with relief.


“Yeah we are. Now come get us. My butt’s frozen.” Ezra smiled and Sabine snorted.


“Tracking your signal now. You little shits gave Hera a heart attack! She almost walked out into the blizzard and threw a fit when they closed the door.”


///


There was no way to really describe how Sabine and Ezra’s relationship had changed. Nothing was different except they kissed now and then. They would stand a little closer in briefings than they had before but it went unnoticed; most rebels stood closer together like a cluster of penguins. Sometimes they would sit closer than normal when the Spectres watched a holo on the rare night no one had the graveyard shift but it could be explained away as “I’m cold and they have the blanket”. But other than that…


Hera pulled Sabine aside one day and flat out asked if something happened out in the snowy tundra.


“I kissed Ezra… and then he kissed me back.” Sabine felt almost embarrassed. Like she was telling her mom a secret and in a way, she was.


“Oh.” Hera blinked.


“But that was after we both drank alcohol so I’m not sure how to feel about that.” Sabine continued. 


“I see.” Hera nodded.


“But we have kissed since then. Sober I mean.” Sabine trailed on.


“You’re worried you took advantage of each other in a state of weakness.” Hera deduced. 


“Yeah.” Sabine’s fingers fidgeted with her gloves. Her cheeks turned red and not from the cold.


“Well, I see no problem if you were both consenting before and after getting sober. Mother knows how many times Kanan and I slept together when one or both of us was inebriated in our youth before I made him get sober. Did you talk about it?”


Sabine shuddered at the thought of Hera and Kanan having sex. Like she knew they did it because Jacen existed, but still… it was like hearing your parents say they have sex outside of the one time it took to conceive a child. 


“Yeah. Ezra said it was my choice what we do going forward.” 


Hera smiled and cupped her cheek.


“Then it’s your choice, Firefly. Just communicate and you’ll be fine.”


Sabine grinned at Hera’s approval. 


“Just don’t have sex on my ship.”


"Ka'ra, Hera!"


End Notes


Don’t go out drinking and then go out in the snow. That’s how you die in a snow bank.


Also fun fact: in my state alcohol is a date rape drug. So don’t go around kissing people when drunk.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


He genuinely couldn't fathom life without her anymore.


Notes


happy day three!! kiss!


i wrote a kiss into day one so obviously i couldn't just do that again. my focus shifted to the other days and poor day three was neglected until last night when i got my chicken tenders & buckled down to write around 700 words.


so i hope you enjoy this short moment! it's a retake on the scene when kanan and ezra leave sabine on krownest. see you for day four!


Sabine was leaving.


Ezra couldn't think of a more sensible yet terrifying outcome.


Technically, they were the ones leaving. He and Kanan. They were leaving Krownest, and Sabine was staying. Ezra was torn between admiring her for doing what she thought was right and wanting to cry a little bit.


Sabine had always been there. Ever since he met the others, she'd been a part of the crew. She'd teased him and taught him what it was to be a Rebel. . .she'd earned a place in his heart.


He genuinely couldn't fathom life without her anymore.


What was it going to be like? Who would he go to when he wanted to complain about Zeb? Or his mission? Or anything else? She always understood, even if she didn't always agree. She was always up for a good risk. Sabine believed in him when he didn't even know if he believed in himself.


Ezra didn't want to think about how bland life would be without Sabine's color. No new paintings, no late-night caf sessions when she asked him if a color would work for her hair. After a while, he wouldn't even be able to smell her paints on the walls, on his helmets, on her armor.


It's not forever, he told himself. It won't even be that long.


He felt a little pathetic. Sabine wasn't tied down by the Ghost crew. She never had been. She was always capable on her own.


But just when he thought they might be seeing eye to eye on the manner of their relationship, they would have to part ways.


Ezra thought of all of this. He welcomed the thoughts, let them sit in his mind, meditated on them. This was the thought process of the kid who held nothing but wisps of memories of his parents; a boy who didn't trust. Someone who had nothing else.


But Ezra was no longer that person. He had a whole family dedicated to an entire cause. He trusted her with herself and her home. He believed in himself enough to be okay.


He would watch Sabine leave. And he would be proud of her. She deserved that. She deserved to be with her family. And when the time came for them to reunite, he'd do so gladly. There wasn't a doubt in his mind that what they had now wouldn't remain intact. They were good like that.


She embraced Kanan. Ezra waited for them to exchange farewells before he caught her arm and pulled her aside. Sabine blinked, clearly unprepared, but Ezra didn't feel the need to explain with words.


He hugged her. It was just supposed to be a hug. They'd hugged before. But this time, Ezra found himself clinging to her, pressing his face into her shoulder and pulling her close. Sabine exhaled slowly and wrapped her arms around him. She leaned her head against his.


“Ezra,” she murmured, tone almost scolding but gentle.


“Bye, Sabine.”


“I'm not gone forever. You know where to find me. And I'm not out of the fight yet.”


No. But I feel like I need you.


This is really, really hard.


“Yeah,” he said.


They lingered in the embrace. She didn't let go. So he didn't either. Maybe they both needed this. It was scary to think about how long it might be before they could be like this again.


“Alright,” Sabine eventually sighed. “You'd better get going.”


Ezra pulled away first, slowly, carefully. He didn't dare second guess himself. There was no time for that now.


He let his lips brush past her cheek, there for one second, gone the next. It was enough to make her breath hitch. He reached for her hand and gave it one last squeeze. “Thank you,” he whispered.


It took every ounce of willpower inside of him to walk away. To leave her there. He wasn't sure how long she stayed in that position, but his last look back revealed her standing in the same spot.


“She'll be back,” Kanan said to him, shortly after. “Right now, she belongs here. But she knows there's a place for her with us.”


Ezra knew they would all miss her. But he couldn't help thinking that he'd miss her the most.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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just another something
by grxcefully
Summary


It was just another something that became one of their things.


Or: moments when hair wasn't just Something for Ezra and Sabine.


Notes


hey, what's up, how are we doing sabezra nation!!!


no but fr i have written about five different things for them and they all went unfinished. let's not even talk about me missing the last day of sabezra week. it was a sad day. i even had an idea! many ideas! it just didn't work out. but luckily sabezra week seemed to have awakened something in me that does not want to go back to its slumber, so my brain is still consumed by them. there is now a rebels poster on my wall. it's mildly concerning.


anyway, i needed to write something in ezra's pov, since i did so much sabine pov during the event. some things you should know before reading:


- this is a loose modern au. there are mentions of things like Target and regular hair dye and many other modern things. don't let it take you by surprise.


okay actually that's it because this is getting way too long. more in the end notes!


enjoy <3


See the end of the work for more notes
To Ezra and Sabine, hair meant a lot.


It was a weird thing to bond over. Out of everything there was between them, it was hair . But he couldn’t imagine what they’d be without it. 


They’d found each other when he was fourteen. His hair had long passed his ears, settling at the base of his neck. He was dirty, and alone, and a little broken back then. She was two years older than him, and pretty . Her hair was dark and short but bright orange at the tips— his favorite color! She was rough around the edges, like everyone else seemed to be, but she was kind. He flirted up a whirlwind and she rolled her eyes. She avoided him sometimes because he annoyed her. But at the end of the day, Sabine Wren felt like home—or at least what Ezra thought it might feel like to belong—and to a boy with nothing and no one, home meant everything.


At fifteen, Ezra woke up one morning to a Sabine Wren with green hair. It was still that same dark shade at the root, almost identical in color to his own, but she’d pulled off a wicked ombre effect that reminded him of blue fire. Her bangs seemed to be three different colors at once. 


He’d dropped his mug of hot chocolate with a surprised laugh. Sabine raised an eyebrow at him, still in her cynical-morning period. Ezra remembered gushing over how cool it was for the rest of that day and every one after that for a week. After the third time, he’d gotten used to it.


In fact, Ezra prided himself on being in on her hair shenanigans. At first, he’d felt left out. Zeb and Hera and Kanan didn’t blink twice at the color change that first time. They’d found his reaction amusing. But now he was the one who she brought her ideas to, who she took shopping with her at two in the morning. He held the basket and stood with her in the drug store aisle while she made her beautiful, impulsive, creative decisions. 


It was no secret that Sabine was an artist. But very few ever gained access to her personal sketchbook where her art that didn’t make it to the walls or on a pair of jeans dwelled. Ezra wasn’t sure exactly when she started sharing it with him. But he did remember the night they’d huddled together on her floor, leaning over it, flipping through the pages of the sketchbook she’d just finished. He was sixteen. She was eighteen. He’d been blowing his hair from his face, tucking more of it behind his ear again when Sabine stood, gesturing for him to stay still.


She’d tied his hair in the ribbon he’d used to wrap a gift for her (a new, blank sketchbook), her hands brushing against his neck as she gathered it in a gentle grip. He remembered when she bought him hair ties and an obnoxiously orange scrunchie from Target because it “reminded me of you.” He remembered wearing his hair back a lot more often afterwards.


Seeing her hair almost a complete natural brown was an interesting experience. Sabine didn’t keep it for long, but Ezra liked it just like he liked any of her new colors. This brown made her eyes pop and softened her features. It was beautiful, but maybe not her style. She took a brush slathered with dye to it only a few days later.


Once, she’d asked if he wanted her to dye his. It was tempting. But it was also hers . Some part of him didn’t want to interfere with her thing. And deep down, he treasured his hair as a sort of gift from his late parents. The last thing he had left besides the picture of them Sabine had dug up from a deep, forgotten part of the internet. 


He knew she understood. Sabine had her own family issues. She loved both of her parents deeply, but it was a love better served apart. It was hard for Ezra to understand why she’d want to be away from them at first. He didn’t care what disagreements they might have; he would do anything to have his family back. To be with them.


But Sabine’s background was entirely different from his. He still didn’t understand it completely. She’d opened up to him eventually during moments he would always treasure, and because Ezra knew Sabine, he knew things were best the way they were. Sabine was better here. At least for the time being.


So he respected her feelings. And when it came to his hair, she respected his.


The day Sabine walked in on Ezra crying at himself angrily in the mirror, his beautiful hair in piles strewn across the sink, she didn’t ask him why. She demanded no explanation for the change of heart and, instead, gently pulled the scissors from his hand and helped him do it properly. 


And when he found her in her room weeks later, knees pulled to her chest, he sat beside her. 


Ezra hadn’t expected her to be sobbing her guts out when she raised her head to face him, of course, but he took it in stride. He’d heard it was her time of the month, but even so—Sabine rarely let herself break down like this. Not that many people did, but Sabine wasn’t a crier. No matter how many times he told her she could be.


She blubbered through some things about her mom and choked on her words about a place that she’d once lived. Ezra noticed she didn’t use the word ‘home.’ Only a choked, “My family’s place.” Ezra pulled her into his arms and listened.


“She just doesn’t understand,” Sabine wept. “No one does. It’s stupid. But it’s hard .”


Ezra rubbed her back and let her cry. He wasn’t exactly sure what to say. Sabine had always been easy to talk to, but normally she wasn’t soaking his shirt through with tears. He made a mental note to get her some dark chocolate once she was asleep and then focused on not joining her in her tears. He really wasn’t built for this sort of thing.


Eventually she calmed down. Sabine was tucked against his chest, lips just hovering over his collarbone when she blurted, “And I want to dye my hair red.”


Ezra surprised himself with a laugh. It must’ve surprised her, too, because she gave one as well. 


That very night, Sabine stepped out of the shower with dark, blood-red hair. Ezra wanted to see the final results, but they didn’t want to wake anyone up with the blowdryer, so he put on a movie while Sabine grabbed leftover cake from the fridge and their fuzziest blanket.


Sabine didn’t end up liking the red. A few days later, she bleached it and added purple to the tips. But she did feel better after the Impulse Dye, as the family had dubbed it, and she and Ezra had grown closer because of it. 


When he was eighteen, Sabine’s hair was a little longer and the closest he’d ever seen it to her natural color, just with that favored purple at the tips, faded so smoothly Ezra could imagine it being natural. His own hair was as short as ever—though not as short as it had been the night Sabine helped him with a buzz cut after his little bathroom incident. 


Sabine had just gotten off the phone with her mother. She was on much better terms with her family than she’d been. Ezra knocked twice on her door and barely waited a moment before gently pushing in and lowering himself down on the bed next to her. 


“What’s that?” Sabine asked, eyeing his hands. She was sitting with her legs over the side of the bed, her hands folded in her lap like she’d been thinking.


“Hair ties.” Ezra held up a handful of black rubber bands. “Little ones.”


“The ones you used to use for your hair,” she murmured, watching the bands like she was watching the past. “When you braided it.” When he’d needed something to do with hands, always the hyper kid, and he’d braid a small, almost unnoticeable one in the bottom layers of his hair.


“Back when I wasn’t bald,” Ezra joked, gesturing for her to turn around. “I used to ask Kanan if he’d let me. He always said no.”


“You like braiding?”


“Uh, it’s relaxing and they look cool. And. . .” Ezra gathered and separated three tiny sections of her somehow-silky hair. Sabine let him. “My mom taught me. I never forgot.”


Sabine leaned back, closer to him. “Go ahead.”


“How many can I do?”


“I’ll only wear one.”


“Awww, ‘Bine!”


“I’ll just take the others out when you’re done!”


“But they’ll look so pretty!”


“Ezra, just get going.”


Sabine kept three of his braids in for the rest of the day, the ones he’d done on her longer part. They were miniscule. He could tell she liked them. No one said anything, not even Zeb, so she let him do it again. And again. Sometimes Ezra found himself toying with her hair even when he wasn’t trying—during a movie, when they were talking, at night when they were close—it was just another something that became one of their things. 


At 19, when Sabine was 21, she came to him and proposed the idea of chopping all of her hair off. It would mean no more braids, no more helping her dye the lengths, no more brushing it out after a hard day. 


Ezra told her to go for it. 


“Now we’re matching,” she said, grinning at their reflection as they stood side-by-side before the bathroom mirror. Her hair was snipped close to her scalp, a deep indigo, his its usual bluish hue, and Ezra fell in love just a little bit more with them. 


He couldn’t believe she’d cut her hair off. He wasn’t sure why he felt so proud, either. Ezra just couldn’t wait to grow with her as their hair grew from the same starting points. There would be no telling what the next color was or when the next trim would be. That was the Thing of Sabine and Ezra. 


He grinned back at her in the mirror before grabbing her in an embrace, ruffling her short hair and telling her she was cute as she protested into his chest. Ezra smiled.


Hair. Of all things, it had to be hair.


End Notes


hi okay you should know that i am feeling like sabine was in that one scene because it is That Time of the month™. if you are someone who can't imagine sabine just crying her eyes out like that, think again. the female body & emotions are an absolute wreck during this time. i am Suffering.


but i hope you enjoyed!! s/o to everyone who left comments for me during sabezra week, i look at them often. i just love you all so much.


thank you so so so much for reading! i don't think i'm done with them yet, so please come back! :'D


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


Collected fills for Sabezra Week 2022.


Notes


I am ridiculously excited for this ghgkhjgkjghkj.


So what I did for this week was pair each prompt (visual and written) with a corresponding Sabezra song. So make sure to check out my Tumblr for the other half of my fills. (Especially since a couple of them are directly inspired by the fics.)


LET'S GET DOWN TO IT, I HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR THIS FOR AGES! :D


Day 1: Missions
Chapter Summary


Kallus finds himself third-wheeling a typical Ezra and Sabine “date”.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
You're not alone


Together we stand


I'll be by your side


You know I'll take your hand


-"Keep Holding On" by Avril Lavigne


"Captain Syndulla!" he called across the field.


The Twi'lek pilot turned, lekku swishing. "Kallus! Just the man I was looking for actually."


"I heard," he said, coming up to stand in front of her respectfully. The Yavin IV landing platform bustled around them, rife with activity. "What is it you need, Captain?"


Hera dug around in one of the deep pockets of her pants and pulled out a datapad. "I'm assigning you point on the infiltration mission to Telos. There's a large new military installation on the edge of the capitol city that Rebel Command wants us to check out." She handed him the pad. "Your ISB and Imperial protocol knowledge will be a big help."


Kallus scanned the information on the pad, nodding occasionally. Heavily fortified, large buffer zone keeping civilian traffic away from the area... looked to be a black site possibly, in his estimation.


"Who else has been assigned to the mission?" he asked, scrolling through the specs for the turret-mounted laser canons.


"Ezra and Sabine."


He glanced up from the pad. "Really?" he asked in surprise.


Hera shrugged. "They work well together," she said by way of explanation. "Ezra's been in and out of facilities like these dozens of times and Sabine knows more about cracking Imperial security encryption than anyone except maybe Chopper."


"I just meant—" Kallus hastened to explain, "—this operation seems to require quite a bit of delicacy. And those two... well..."


He let himself trail off upon seeing the amused and knowing look in Hera's eyes.


"Then it's a good thing they have a responsible adult along to reign them in," she said, patting his shoulder indulgently.


Kallus's face flattened. "Your confidence in my abilities is humbling, Captain," he drawled. He had heard far too many stories of the explosive escapades of the two youngest Spectres to be very assured of his ability to "reign them in", as Hera put it.


"Hey, they'll surprise you," she told him, putting hands on her hips. "They've become a remarkably effective team."


Kallus tucked the datapad under his arm. "I suppose I'll have to take your word for it," he sighed.


"Good luck," Hera told him. "Extraction will be in twenty-one hours."


He nodded, and as Hera proceeded on her way across the landing platform, took another look at the mission briefing on the pad.


It would be tricky, but if Ezra and Sabine were as up to the task as Hera said they were, they should be able to pull it off.


-SWR-


Kallus already regretted agreeing to this mission.


Not because it was going poorly, oh no, things had been remarkably smooth so far, they had snuck into the facility without a hitch.


No, it was because he was starting to feel much less like a commanding officer in charge of competent juniors and much more like a chaperone accompanying a teenage couple on a very bizarre impromptu date.


"Sabine, I told you, I'm not gonna fit in those vents."


"Well, how else are we going to sneak past the patrols to disable security for the restricted wing?" she asked. "Besides, vent-crawing is your thing."


"Uh, Jedi Apprentice is my 'thing'," he corrected.


"You can have more than one thing," she argued.


"Do you just want to see me contorting my body around and sticking out awkwardly while I try to cram myself into that narrow hole?" He pointed up at the air vent. "Because that's what's going to happen."


The grin she sent him was entirely too cheeky and her tone was vaguely approaching inappropriate. "That is a plus, I'll admit."


Ezra cleared his throat awkwardly, turning his face down with an embarrassed flush. To avoid dealing with that maybe-innuendo he addressed Kallus. "Kallus, what do you think?"


"Stealing an officer's credentials is going to be the easiest way to gain access," he said, relieved to be talking strategy instead of bearing witness to whatever-the-hell this playful bantering was. "There's a refresher station just around this corner; that'll be our best opportunity for catching one off-guard."


Ezra swept a hand out down the hallway. "Sabine, I believe you are the resident expert at surprising people in the 'fresher," he teased.


She snorted, even as she began moving past him. "Come on, that was one time!" she protested.


The two continued arguing as they proceeded down the hallway.


"It was at least two other times."


"No it wasn't!"


"Yeah it was. There was that time right after Skystrike."


"Yeah?"


"And the time you walked in on me after the slime creature on that bog moon."


Sabine grimaced. "Okay, I'll give you that one," she admitted sheepishly.


"Starting to think you're trying to catch me naked," Ezra joked.


"Well you won't sit still long enough for my anatomy studies so what else am I supposed to do?" she quipped back with a smile.


"Focus, you two!" Kallus hissed, incredulous that he was witnessing this. "They're going to hear you!"


The two teens quickly mumbled apologies and fell quiet.


Head reeling slightly, Kallus stepped after them. Maybe he was having hallucinations from sleep deprivation. Yes, that was it.


Because there was no possible way he—a highly decorated ISB officer who'd received actual awards for his investigative work—had missed this development happening between the two Spectres. Sure, he'd noticed them growing more comfortable around each other, more relaxed, but this went beyond those boundaries into comfortable territory. The sort of comfortable Captain Syndulla and Kanan Jarrus had, all casual petnames and lowkey flirting.


Surely he would have seen their obvious growing feelings for each other long before now?


Shaking his head, Kallus tried to concentrate on their mission, but the question niggled at him as a persistent distraction.


Stars help me, he thought.


-SWR-


He'd decided it must have been Sabine's extended absence on Krownest that had flipped their feelings for each other.


Kallus based this decision mostly on how Ezra became noticeably agitated when the Mandalorian had to separate from them to tackle the data cores while they copied from the console computers in another section of the restricted area. The boy oscillated between complete confidence and faith in her abilities and hand-wringing worry over her safety. More than once Kallus observed him closing his eyes to center himself in the Force.


"You think Sabine's okay?" the boy pressed him for probably the third time.


Kallus very valiantly managed to avoid rolling his eyes. "I'm sure she's fine," he said, fingers tapping across the keys as he accessed several secure files. "You've got the datastick ready?"


"Yeah, sure," Ezra said, bending down to insert it.


Kallus began copying the data over, letting the machine whir and chunk as it processed. Ezra stood at his shoulder and watched, calm for the moment, eyes fixed on the screen as it scrolled and flashed.


Abruptly, Ezra's head startled up and he cursed before throwing himself down behind the console. Kallus didn't get a chance to ask, for a sharp, barking, very annoyed voice from the doorway to their left shouted, "Hey!"


"Kriff," Kallus muttered, turning to face the sour-faced officer stalking towards him, blaster raised in suspicion. Kallus slowly raised his hands, thankful he'd thought to wear his old Imperial fatigues for the mission instead of his much-more comfortable Rebel getup. "Is there a problem, Commander?" he addressed the other man.


"You're not authorized to be in this area!" the Imperial snapped.


"You're mistaken," Kallus said, keeping his voice neutral and firm. "This is a Priority Code 54-7."


"Compromised operative?!" the Imperial gasped in alarm. "How bad was the leak?"


"Very bad," Kallus emphasized. "Everything will need to be wiped and purged at once."


Pivoting on his foot, the Imperial rushed off. "I'll set the self-destruct sequence at once!"


"No no that's not—!" Kallus tried to call after him, chagrined, but the man was already running off down the hall. Moments later the lights in the room flashed red and a computerized voice began counting down.


Ezra popped out from his hiding place, checking the progress of their download, and made a face.


"How much longer will it take?" he asked.


"Too long," Kallus said, reaching down and yanking the datastick. "This'll have to do. Come on, we haven't got much—"


"Watch out!" Ezra cried, moving in response to something yet to happen, throwing both himself and Kallus to the side harshly.


The next moment the console exploded, a loud BANG! sounding throughout the facility. The fireball plumed a little too hot and close for Kallus's liking, but as the ringing in his ears cleared and the computerized voice reset, as he checked himself over, he didn't seem to be injured.


As he was picking himself off the floor, carefully avoiding bits of hot metal debris from the console, frantic rapid footsteps sounded from further in, from the direction of the data cores.


It was Sabine of course, her eyes wide and worried, and the moment she spotted them she beelined straight for Ezra.


"You're okay!" she cried. She grabbed his arm and pulled him up on his knees, the next moment clutching his face with her hands in a decidedly intimate fashion, scanning him over. "Thank stars!"


Ezra's face spread with a lazy, teasing grin. "Aw Sabine, you do care."


She let go and punched him in the shoulder. "Shut up!" she laughed, the relief clear as day on her face. "All I hear from the other room are sirens and an explosion that I know isn't mine, of course I come running. I thought you'd blown yourself up you nerfhead!"


"I'm fine too, thanks for asking," Kallus grumbled under his breath.


"Nah, I just wanted to show you my shrapnel art," Ezra kept teasing, as the two got to their feet. He extended a hand over the debris as if presenting a canvas. "What do you think?"


Sabine leaned back on one foot and put a hand to her chin as if she was seriously considering it. "Has potential," she said. "Needs a bit of color though." She snapped her fingers in disappointment. "Ah, I knew I should have brought my paints!"


"Don't worry, next time I'll remind you," Ezra promised.


"If you two are done flirting..." Kallus interrupted. Data stick in hand, he stood stiff-shouldered, feeling an ache in his back from being flung to the floor and the beginnings of a migraine headache pulling at his temple. "The self-destruct sequence being activated will draw a lot of questions and attention this way. We should leave now."


To their credit, the two immediately regained focus.


"Right."


"Agreed."


-SWR-


It wound up being a bit more harrowing getting out than it had been getting in. The self-destruct sequence was shut off halfway through, with half the clandestine operations going up in smoke Sabine was irrationally thrilled about—"Look at the colors!" she gushed, after a particularly spectacular explosion—but they had to fight their way through several patrols of Stormtroopers converging on their location, Kallus suffering through yet more thinly-disguised flirtatious banter between the two teenagers.


Begrudgingly, though, Kallus had to admit that the Jedi padawan and Mandalorian warrior made for a very lethally effective team, coordinating fluidly as they fought their way across the battlefield.


They made it to the extraction point, and held out until the Ghost dropped from the sky. Kallus left Ezra and Sabine excitedly bantering in the cargo hold and wearily dragged himself up the ladder.


"Don't ask," he said in response to Hera's raised eyebrow.


Hera shrugged and turned back to the controls, gunning them out of there as Kallus slumped towards the back in search of something for his growing migraine.


Chapter End Notes


Everyone Can See It, except Kallus would prefer not to, lol.


Stay tuned for the whole week, guys, I'm really happy with some of my work here.


Day 2: More Than Friends
Chapter Summary


Sabine muses on her not-quite friendship with Ezra.


Chapter Notes


Short little introspective one for this prompt, nothing fancy.


Enjoy!


See the end of the chapter for more notes
I'm not bulletproof when it comes to you


Don't know what to say when you make me the enemy


After the war's won, there's always the next one


I'm not bulletproof when it comes to you


-"Armor" by Landon Austin


They had never really been "just" friends.


There had been Ezra's ridiculous crush on her, of course. He was enamored with every little thing she did from the beginning, and Sabine wavered on whether it was annoying or awkwardly cute depending on her mood that day. In any case, she tolerated his obvious feelings, reassuring herself that he would probably grow out of them.


And, while he certainly dropped the immature flirting and backed off on his obvious attempts at getting her attention, there was always an undercurrent in his words and actions that made her wonder if he was still carrying a torch for her. Something in the way his awed gaze lingered too long, or how his uncanny empathic concern for her would make him seek her out when she was upset and just needed someone to listen. Or how sometimes he would reach for her hand and she would let him hold onto her, because he looked like he needed it.


She told herself he was just touch-starved, craving positive physical affection was understandable after the life he'd lived on the streets, and it was that but it was also... something else. A yearning. For intimacy, for connection. He gravitated towards all of them in search of it, but her and Kanan the most, if she was being honest.


Kanan made sense of course, teacher and surrogate father-figure, and she chalked herself up to being the only one in Ezra's peer group on the ship. She indulged his need for connection sometimes and kept him at a distance at others.


She saw a lot of herself in him, frankly. The guarded, cautious nature. The deep-seated suspicion and mistrust that took months of being around the others to finally wear down. So there was a connection there, some kind of kindred spirit thing that she understood.


Maybe that was what drew her to him. Seeing herself.


Maybe that was why they got closer after Malachor. Trying to prevent him from making her mistakes. Trying to keep the guilt and self-blame from drowning him, as it did her.


He grew up a lot after that incident, in more ways than one. And something in the way she'd always related to him shifted.


There was a deep trust there now, a faith in him she couldn't explain. He was sterner, quieter. Gentler. It made something in her heart warm to be around him. It wasn't quite love—or was it?—but it was steady and comforting and made her reach for his hand almost as often as he used to do for hers.


She found herself craving his proximity. Selfishly hoarding his time and attention. She wanted—needed—to be near him, to be at his side. Keeping him safe. Protecting him. Watching out for him. Being there for him.


They'd grown up together, fought together, risked life and limb for each other. He cared for her and valued her as a friend but... there were times his former romantic affection for her seemed to peek through. He never pushed it though, so she never dissuaded it. Just like he didn't exactly shut her down when she sat a little closer to him at briefings, teased him a little too playfully, watched him with a little more than just admiration as he drilled lightsaber forms early in the morning.


So now here they were. Friends but not quite friends, toying with something else, dancing around each other to see who would give first, who would be bold enough to step out of the holding pattern they kept themselves in and ask the dreaded question:


"What are we, exactly?"


Sabine wasn't certain she knew.


But however it played out, she knew she wanted to be at Ezra's side.


For now, that was enough.


Chapter End Notes


Short and sweet, as I promised. Thanks for reading!


Day 3: Kiss
Chapter Summary


Ezra and Sabine are caught up in a moment after an exhilarating escape.


Chapter Notes


This is one of my favorites I think, I just love the visual I think I captured.


Set nebulously somewhere Season 3-ish but not canon-compliant for obvious reasons. XD


See the end of the chapter for more notes
Wake up somewhere


Fell asleep in a Pontiac Firebird


And all I know is


She leans on the window


Passed out since we parked


Shooting fireworks in the falling snow


-"Star Fire" by Sleeping Wolf


Their booted feet pounded the hard-packed snow as they ran.


Ezra felt his lungs trying to explode out of his chest, panting hard with thin wheezes as he pumped his arms and legs. Sabine ran alongside him, face flushed from the chill air.


The dull roar of the Gozanti-class Imperial cruiser sounded like an ominous hum behind them, rising up over the ridge.


"They're airborne!" Ezra called to Sabine in strained warning, his voice rough from the workout his lungs were getting.


"I know, I know!" she yelled. "Give it a minute!"


"Give what a minute?!" he said, almost stumbling for half a second before he regained his feet.


Sabine just veered left, steering them towards a cluster of fir-lined trees, freshly falling snow blanketing the green branches.


The roar of the cruiser grew louder as its thrusters blasted it forward, bearing down on them. Only one TIE fighter was docked with it currently, and this detached, screaming over the snow-covered plains after them. Ezra's hand strayed towards his lightsaber as it came slowly into blasting distance.


Abruptly, Sabine stopped, turning and planting her feet with a small skid of snow around her shoes. She grabbed onto his forearm to slow his forward moment.


"Wait!" she told him.


Bewildered, Ezra stumbled around to face towards where she was looking. Her eyes were fixed up on the approaching cruiser, and the rapidly-closing TIE out ahead of it. She was mouthing something as she watched them approach.


Curious but also very nervous, Ezra glanced back and forth between Sabine and the oncoming ships. They were starting to get uncomfortably close.


"Sabine..." he said, trying to inch away.


She firmed her grip around his arm and tugged him back. "Wait!" she hissed again.


His mouth screwed and he tried not to panic as the screech of the TIE and the roar of the Gozanti became near-overwhelming, echoing off the plain. The cruiser loomed up above them, large and imposing. Every tingling instinct inside him told him to run, but he trusted Sabine so he stayed in place.


Right when he was about to yank Sabine down into the snowbank to avoid the incoming TIE fighter barrage, the hull of the Gozanti cruiser buckled and then split apart, a bright orange explosion blossoming from inside it.


The explosion continued popping throughout the body of the ship, multiple dazzling colors, neon green and magenta and sky blue and lightning yellow, ripping apart metal and circuitry. A hot comet of debris hit the TIE fighter and obliterated it in a popping red fireball.


With a final loud blast the carrier burst at the seams, throwing firecracker sparks in a kaleidoscope of streaks across the horizon.


"YES!" Sabine cried in exhilaration, face alight with triumph. She pumped fists, crowing at the top of her lungs. "Yes! It worked! It worked, did you see it?!"


Ezra laughed, awestruck, caught up in her excitement, feeling it swell and swirl around him in the Force. His ears rang from the explosions still pluming, sparks whistling and shrieking across the sky. It was Sabine's most gorgeous explosion yet, the colors sizzling and vibrant, the rockets curling here and there in spiraling patterns.


He turned his head to tell Sabine how amazing it all was, and that was when she unexpectedly flung arms around his neck and pressed her mouth into his.


The shock froze him for a long second, and all he could do was reel and stand there and listen to the pop!-bang! of explosions echoing in the air and in his head and chest as Sabine kissed him—kissed him—under a sky full of fireworks and falling snowflakes in a moment almost too perfect for words, too perfect to be real.


His brain fizzled out and failed him and all he could think about was how nice Sabine's lips felt, even dry from the cold as they were. He felt almost dizzy. And it was beautiful and spectacular and—


As quickly as she'd pressed into him, Sabine pulled back, eyes still alight and sparkling, whipping around to watch the last of the trailing sparks fall softly through the thin snow to the ground.


Dimly, Ezra wondered if she even knew what she'd just done or if she'd just been so caught up in the moment.


He couldn't find his voice to ask her, though, not yet. He was still... processing.


Wow, okay... came his dazed thought. That happened.


The echoes of the fireworks died down slowly, dulling to a ringing in his ears. Sabine's breath steadied, her panting growing deeper and calmer.


And then she blinked and apparently realized what she'd done in her euphoria, for her cheeks started to tint pink and her eyes slowly widened as she stared straight ahead.


Ezra felt heat rising to his cheeks as well, starting to come down off the high of Sabine had kissed him and feeling his heartbeat settle into a nervous, anxious rhythm.


"Um..." he said, then trailed off because his brain was still catching up and trying to kickstart itself.


The space between them filled with awkward silence for a long pause before Sabine coughed and reached for his hand.


"C'mon," she said softly. "We should call Hera and tell her we need a pickup." And then she began walking, pulling him lightly behind her.


Dazed, Ezra let himself be led, Sabine's hand feeling warm and nice in his. "So..." he began, words stumbling on their way to his mouth. "Are we... not gonna talk about it?"


Sabine's face pinched with chagrin. "Let's... get up to the top of that ridge where we won't be spotted from the plain."


Fair enough. The landing pad they'd just escaped was probably scrambling Stormtrooper patrols after them. He gave a tug on their entwined hands.


"Hey," he called, soft smile tugging at his lips. "For what it's worth, it was nice." He beamed when she glanced back. "And... I wouldn't mind doing it again."


She held his gaze for a long moment, then dropped her eyes shyly.


"Yeah..." she agreed quietly.


That was enough to send Ezra's intelligence plummeting again and he followed after her mutely, brain short-circuiting at the idea that Sabine might actually have liked kissing him.


Snow crunched softly under their feet as they faded into the wintery sun-kissed forest.
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Day 4: Missing You/Reunion
Chapter Summary


Sabine breaks, and then puts the pieces back together.
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See the end of the chapter for more notes
The day we met


Frozen I held my breath


Right from the start


I knew that I'd found the home for my heart


-"A Thousand Years Part Two" by Christina Perri


The turbolift doors opened and Sabine let out a breath of relief, feeling like she could finally let herself think. It had taken two weeks and running out to the old communications tower to be completely isolated and by herself, but she finally had the moment of peace and stillness and space she'd been longing for ever since the battle had ended.


She paid a brief glance at the room and then walked straight forward out to the balcony. Leaning on the railing she let her eyes drift across the rustling amber grasses towards the skyline of Capitol City on the horizon.


The prominent gap where the Imperial Dome had been stood out starkly, immediately evident. Like a chunk of glass missing from a mosaic.


Sabine exhaled slowly, absorbing the quiet. Letting it sink into her.


It was... wearying, instead of restful. Some kind of deep-seated emotional exhaustion was rising to the surface, and as she stood there and watched the grasses flutter in the wind her melancholy grew.


The last time she'd been here had been when Ezra was standing next to her, sensing out and preparing for the mission to rescue Hera. Before Kanan. Before... everything.


An ache pulled at her insides and her eyes itched with heat. She blinked furiously, holding it back. Her arms came slowly up around herself, gripping her elbows tightly, self-protectively.


Grief pulsed in a dull rhythm inside her, loud now that things were quiet. It had been easy to drown out the steady heartbeat sound of loss, loss, loss before, when there was so much to do, so much work that needed to be done, to secure the planet, to root out the last Imperial resistance, to pick up the debris and sweep the rubble and dust off the streets.


People had even asked her to paint for them and she'd obliged, spraying starbirds and Loth-cats across walls and bits of rock, forever mementos of the bombardment now turned into keepsakes by the survivors.


And over and over again, whether she was asked to or not, she wound up painting him.


The Hero of Lothal. The Jedi Padawan who'd called giant purrgil from the sky and swept the Imperial Star Destroyers away in one fell blue swoop, like some kind of living legend of old.


She felt his absence keenly now, the empty space next to her itching.


Sabine slowly uncurled her arms, her next inhale shaky, stuttering. Her hand drifted down to the cylinder of metal clipped to her belt, at her side when its owner could not be. Her fingers brushed across the lines and ridges, softly.


Reverently, she unhooked it, holding it in her palm and just looking at it for a moment.


She had tried to give it back to Chopper, but the ornery droid had insisted Ezra had meant for her to have it. She had been angry at the C1 unit for a long while, furious that he knew about Ezra intending to leave and not telling her, not warning her that she was about to suffer another loss.


She was still grouchy with him, even though by now she had begrudgingly accepted that his telling her probably wouldn't have changed anything.


It didn't hurt any less, though.


She turned, slowly walking back into the room. Her eyes scanned over the worktable and helmets, the threadbare cot and the old transmission equipment Kallus had repurposed. A thin layer of dust coated everything. It was all too still, too empty.


Too quiet.


Sabine turned slowly to take the room in, picking up little touches and traces of him where he'd moved a tool, brushed away a handful of dust, as if his presence still lingered in the air, vague and effervescent. The lightsaber in her hand seemed to hum quietly, warm in her fingers.


She sat down on the edge of the cot with a heavy exhale, her shoulders hitching, breath trembling once again. The itch in her eyes returned and gathered in her nose as well and she told herself it was the dust, not the weapon in her hands without an owner, not the tower home that lacked an occupant, not the empty bed that she swore still had lingering traces of his scent...


The single breathy sob escaped her nonetheless.


She curled up, clutching the lightsaber tight to her chest with both hands, and finally let herself break.


-SWR-


Hope tingled on her arms like a static charge as she followed behind the white-cloaked Togruta. Ahsoka had been vague when they'd landed, as per usual, but had said she had a "good feeling" about this planet.


And today it sounded less like the sympathetic platitudes she had been saying to try and keep Sabine's hopes up.


It sounded genuine.


Sabine tried not to let her nerves show, moving her hands and feet methodically as the two women picked their way through the underbrush. They had done this so many times. There was no reason to think this time would be any different.


"There's a settlement up ahead," Ahsoka called back, and Sabine lifted her chin, breath catching in spite of herself.


"Locals?" she asked.


Ahsoka looked pensive. "Perhaps..." she mused. "We should approach with caution. We don't know how they'll react to outsiders."


Sabine nodded, touching her side where Ezra's lightsaber was, making sure it and her blasters were both in place, just in case they needed to make a quick escape through a firefight.


They emerged into a wide clearing. Just up ahead was the settlement, squat stucco buildings with cleanly washed sides, lining streets of white-cobble stone. At a glance she could see gardens and vegetables growing in back yards, and several courtyards with trickling fountains further in. Diminutive beings went about their business, though several glanced up curiously upon their approach.


Ahsoka went first, one hand out placatingly, extending calm out with the Force.


Eventually one of the denizens grew brave enough to approach her, and Sabine strained her ears as the small man and Ahsoka exchanged words in a language she didn't understand.


"Can you tell what he's saying?" she asked.


Ahsoka's brows pursed slightly. "It sounds like a version of an archaic Outer Rim trade language. I know enough to pick up a few words here and there." She continued to try and communicate with the being, who seemed very interested in Ahsoka's lightsaber hilts, large round eyes lighting up and getting even rounder at them.


Sabine tried not to be impatient. They had had more first contacts with unknown species than she cared to count at this point, and it was always tedious and slow-going, if it wasn't outright hostile from the start. She had no skill for diplomacy, and more than once had felt like she was burdening Ahsoka with dead weight, at least until some head-bashing was involved.


Sometimes she wished, jealously, that she could be as in tune with the Force as a Jedi.


It would have been nice to be able to sense if Ezra was near or not.


Sabine wrapped her arms around her middle tightly to stop the sudden ache beginning there. She pushed it down, telling it Not now, willing it to stay at bay for just another moment.


And that was when Ahsoka lifted her head, blue eyes alight, a keen gleam in her expression. She angled towards Sabine, hood haloing her face.


"Sabine, I think this is it," she said.


Sabine's heart stuttered over its next beat. "What do you mean?" she asked, eyes slowly growing wider.


"He says they had another visitor arrive yesterday, who only told them he was 'waiting'."


She forgot how to breathe for a second. Tramping down on the sudden swell of emotions that welled in her, Sabine carefully swallowed and unstuck her throat.


"Where...?" she asked, unable to even get out a full sentence.


The local pointed off the down the closest street, and Ahsoka rose up to her feet, eyes closing, reaching out in serenity.


The Togruta gave a very quiet, soft gasp and light burst through Sabine's chest.


She didn't wait for an invitation, finding herself moving almost automatically, going down the street in the direction pointed, passing Ahsoka in her haste.


She didn't run. Her boots itched to, but she forced herself to walk, albeit quickly. A dizzying lightness pulsed around her head. Hope thrummed in a steady beat in time with her heart.


The street opened out into one of the courtyards. A white stone fountain stood in the center, a skyward-reaching silver figure with wings cresting the top of the spigot where the clean trickling water flowed from.


Sitting on the edge of the fountain, hand trailing down, tracing patterns in the water, was a distinctly human figure.


Disheveled and mismatched clothing, hair pulled back—Like Kanan's, she thought with a stab of grief and pain in her heart—armor pieces stolen from a Stormtrooper outfit, some of them painted...


For a moment she could just stand there, mind blank, senses numb to everything but the sight of him sitting there, something vibrating under her skin.


His head lifted. It sounded like his breath caught.


Then he turned to look behind, standing up in the same motion.


The sight of him staggered her. The itch returned to her eyes, swelling to full on-heat and tears that blurred at the edges of her vision. He stood there so tall and sharp-edged and yet with a soft awe in his face, blue eyes wide with disbelief like he was trying to decide if she was real.


"Sabine?"


His voice had an unexpected tremble, a waver full of emotion.


A breathless half-laugh escaped her, the tears slipping out, running hot down her cheeks. Her eyes shone.


She opened her arms and took a step forward.


Surprisingly, it was Ezra who broke first, rushing in two quick steps and embracing her fiercely. Sabine wrapped arms around him, laughing and weeping at how broad his shoulders were, how warm he felt, how good he smelled, the ache of missing him that she'd been carrying for years bursting open with the raw joy and pain of having him back. She pressed her face against his shoulder, holding on tighter, feeling his hands gripping behind her head.


"I knew you'd come," he whispered fervently into her hair.


She laughed again, the happiness bubbling out of her. "Did the Force tell you?" she teased, voice muffled against his clothes.


He shrugged. "Something like that."


"Stars..." she strained, her voice tightening with emotion. "I missed you so much!"


"I know," he said quietly, arms tender around her. "I missed you too."


She didn't want to let go. Eventually she reassured herself that Ezra was not going to vanish once the hug ended, and pulled back a bit, smearing fingers under her eyes.


"You got taller," she said. "Who told you you could get taller?"


He smiled softly, ruefully. "Sorry Sabine, it just kind of happened."


Shaking, Sabine closed a hand around his lightsaber and unhooked it from her belt. After all these years, she was finally giving it back to him. The kyber crystal inside it seemed to sing in reaction to his presence, like an old friend coming home. She was glad now that Chopper had made her keep it.


She held it out to him, reverently, hand trembling.


"Promise me you won't leave again," she begged. "I spent seven years without you Ezra." She met his gaze with a somber, profound look. "I don't want to spend another day without you by my side."


Wordlessly, he took his saber, fingers brushing hers as his hand lingered.


"I'll be by your side every day, from now on," he promised, eyes earnest and pinching. "Until the day I die."


Her heart tripped with excitement. They held that gaze, devotion passing between their eyes.


"Shouldn't we have an officiant for this?" came Ahsoka's playful quip from behind them. "I was never knighted but I think I remember the rites, if you want me to perform them," she offered, grinning.


Ezra and Sabine both laughed and flushed, dropping their hands. Ezra cradled his beloved saber, long bangs tickling his nose. Sabine couldn't stop staring at him, drinking him in, convinced she would never see a more beautiful sight.


"Let's go home," she said, slipping her hand back into Ezra's. "There's so much I have to show you."


"I'm looking forward to it," he whispered.


And she let herself begin to heal, the cracks inside her sealing up.
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Dangerous how we toe the line


Push it every time my my


Compromised from how you say my name


I see those bright blue eyes and I


Want you tied up in my bed


With my name carved deep into your chest


Harmless games went to my head


Now I want you breathing down my neck


-"Animal" by Jim Yosef and Riell


"Quit staring."


Sabine startled, a flush burning hot in her cheeks, and gripped her teeth as she shot a glare aside at Ketsu.


"I'm not staring," she insisted.


The words weren't even finished coming out of her mouth before her eyes were drawn again, magnetically, across the hanger, towards the cluster of Imperial figures standing at the base of the shuttle ramp.


Ketsu rolled her eyes. "You're staring at him and it's gonna get us into trouble," she hissed under her breath, pinching Sabine's elbow.


"I'm not staring at him!" Sabine hissed back.


"Then quit looking!" Kestu shook her head in frustration, pulling more insistently on Sabine's arm. "I swear, every time he comes to the Academy your brain just goes flying out into hyperspace."


Sabine batted off Ketsu's hands. "Cut it out!"


The two girls wrestled a moment or two before the stern voice of the lieutenant barked sharply at them.


"Ensigns!"


Sabine and Kestu quickly stood to attention, backs straight and chins stiff. Sabine fidgeted as the man stalked over, pacing in front of them with unamused eyes.


"Is there some kind of problem?" he demanded.


"No sir!" Ketsu answered at once. "Ensign Wren is just a little excited about our visitors, that's all," she added, deliberately sidling a smirk towards her friend.


Sabine glared but had to look forward again as her commanding officer sneered down at her.


"The Inquisitors are not to be troubled, Ensign," he told her. "They are not to be disturbed, nor discussed, nor even acknowledged, is that clear?"


"Yes sir!" Sabine replied at once.


The lieutenant stepped back, looking her over with a final warning glare, before moving stiffly away. His footsteps echoed across the hanger.


Sabine kept her head obediently down for several seconds as she waited for him to depart.


...And then she let her eyes drift across the hanger again, towards the human boy in the Inquisitor uniform who kept captivating her attention.


He was young, maybe her age. Close-cropped dark hair, tanned brown skin, and dazzling golden eyes that reminded her of warm amber.


She knew it was stupid to have a crush on a boy she'd never talked to, wasn't allowed to talk to... but every time the Inquisitors came by the Sundari Imperial Academy—for what, she couldn't say, they seemed to make a brief inspection of promising and talented incoming cadets and then vanish back wherever they came from—her heart gave a little flip at seeing him. Her pulse raced, her palms got clammy, it was so silly that just seeing him made her react this way.


She was a star orbiting a black hole, inexorably drawn in by his gravity.


He stood silently behind the older Inquisitor who appeared to be his handler, a humanoid female of unknown species. Sabine had never seen the woman take her helmet off, so it confused her a little why her human subordinate had been allowed to go unmasked.


But then with a face that pretty it would almost be a mortal sin, in Sabine's opinion, to cover it up. So she supposed she could relate.


The formalities appeared to be almost over; the head instructor was getting increasingly fidgety and was gesturing off towards the exit, trying to usher the Inquisitors into the academy to finish their business. Soon the handsome Inquisitor boy would fade into the shadows, drifting through hallways like a silent ghost, illusive and fleeting, and Sabine wouldn't see him again until they lined up again to see the shuttle off.


Her next exhale shuddered a little, a swell of nerves rising through her.


She wanted to talk to him. She needed to talk to him. She knew it was expressly forbidden, he wasn't even supposed to exist, per the official line the lieutenant had given them, over and over, but that just made the idea all the more enticing, stoked her curiosity to dangerous levels.


Things tended to explode when Sabine Wren got curious.


She just wanted to spark up against him, just once. Have a look in those beautiful gold eyes and see what was inside, what made the boy tick, what his chemical composition was.


As if sensing her intentions, he suddenly flicked eyes across the hanger to land on her.


Her breath caught and she stiffened and froze at once, mind blanking out. The blush was a full-on heat warming her whole face now, like their eye contact was scorching her from the inside. Her heart pounded and she wondered for a moment if you could die from being noticed.


She was almost too relieved when Ketsu fell into step behind the other ensigns, dismissed by their commander, and scrambled to compose herself through the storm of firecrackers going off inside her chest, turning to follow the line out the door.


She resisted the urge to peek back at him, still feeling the laser heat of his eyes watching her go. Her heart and head drummed with the knowledge.


He saw her.


He saw her.


-SWR-


The little brunette... pilot? Mechanic? Scientist? He never really kept track of the denizens of this place—was walking away now, following behind the others, the mortification still flowing off her like a steady wash of the tides.


Strange, but also slightly endearing. The girl acted like she had some kind of childish crush on him and was desperately trying to hide it. Cute. Weird, because out of all the possible beings in the galaxy who could be attracted to him, but... nice to think about. Maybe a little flattering?


"Eyes forward, apprentice," came the silken voice of his master in warning.


A shiver of fear jolting through him, the boy quickly faced forward again.


"Yes Master," he mumbled, burying the fanciful ideas under a layer of numb obedience.


The Seventh Sister tilted her head down at him—even after his growth spurt she still towered and loomed over him—and he could picture the look in her yellow eyes beneath the helmet, cold and calculating. "Remember, no distractions while we're here," she told him. The cadence of her voice slid lower, her gloved hand curling towards him. "I know how you like to wander off," she whispered, her fingers brushing up against him, drawing a line slowly up his back.


He fought not to shudder, his lips flattening, pressing together, his eyes squeezing closed. His throat clenched, chest squeezed like a fist was closing around his heart and he trembled and begged his troublesome mouth not to remind her that she was the one who often sent him away while she performed the inspections. "I don't want you to get jealous," she quipped, as if he could ever envy whatever unlucky Force Sensitive might become the new target of her attention, as if she wasn't casually threatening to replace him, dispose of him, as if the thought didn't both relieve and terrify him.


The hand creeping up his back stopped at his shoulder, squeezing with affection, and he shook with minute trembles. With a shock of cold dread he realized she was waiting for him to answer.


He unstuck his tongue, whispering thinly. "I won't go far, Master," he promised.


"I know you won't," she purred with a satisfaction that made him ill.


It burned him up that she could still affect him like this, make him small and terrified just with a word.


He exhaled shakily in relief as Seventh Sister withdrew, her touch lingering on his skin like an itch. All-business, she stalked towards the hanger door, after the babbling headmaster, whose nervousness was a prickly ring in the Force.


The boy was only too happy to fade into her silent shadow.


-SWR-


"No."


"Please, Ketsu?" Sabine begged, pushing in with wide watery eyes.


Kestu stepped back in turn, warding her off with waving hands. "No no no no no, I am not covering your ass this time, Wren," she insisted.


"I'll only be gone a few minutes!" Sabine said. "I saw where he went this time!" Backing off a bit, her pleading expression became a little more serious and genuine. "Look, I just wanna ask his name, maybe get a contact frequency. Something. It's gonna burn me up if I don't at least talk to him."


Ketsu wrinkled her face in disgust. "Ugh, your stupid crush is gonna get you expelled," she complained. "All right fine, I'll sign your ID into the lab and run interference with Dr. Falsco if he asks where you are."


Sabine beamed, and Ketsu almost didn't regret her decision. "Thanks Ketsu," she said. "I owe you one."


And with no further fanfare she was off, darting down the gray hallway.


"You'd better do more than just talk to him if you're gonna make this up to me," Ketsu grumbled, turning aside.


She shivered to herself. The Inquisitors gave her the creeps. Sure, the kid was pretty, but in the sense that a deep-sea Calamari angler squid was, all glowing tendrils and bright enticing colors until you got too close and out came the poison barbs striking out, sinking into fish flesh.


She hoped her friend knew what she was doing, but Sabine had never been one for caution, even before...


Well, she let that thought trail off.


She swiped both their ID cards into the access port and let the door hiss open.


Don't get stung, Little Sister, she admonished inside her head worriedly.


-SWR-


Sabine clasped her hands in front of her to keep them from shaking as she peeked in through the doorway.


He had hidden away in one of the training rooms currently not in use. They tested infantry recruits in these rooms, cadets enrolled in the Stormtrooper program, put them through the paces. Obstacles courses, timed runs, drone and droid opponent waves. Sabine had been through a couple courses herself, until they discovered her true talents lay in explosives and... unique weaponry. She was still allowed to come train here, but it was no longer a course requirement.


She watched him, marveling as he moved through one of the drone sequences, his glowing red lightsaber—an actual lightsaber, she thrilled with a giddy kind of excited rush—sweeping through the air, stabbing and slashing with elegant precision.


He moved like a fluid black liquid, fully in tune with his own body and the position of the drones. His blade moved in elaborate, confident patterns. It was like he could tell where the drones were going to be, where they were going to shoot, before they actually did. There was something supernatural about it, superhuman.


Was that why Imperial Command kept the Inquisitors such a secret? Sabine had heard the stories, just as any Mandalorian, about the Jedi Order of the old Republic, those in tune with something they called the Force, warriors on par with their own who had used their mystic tricks to win battles with Mandalore time and time again.


Looking at the Inquisitor now, she could believe it.


But there was something fiercer, sharper, harsher, about the way the boy handled his lightsaber, compared to the stories she'd heard. There was an anger in the line of his movements, something unsettled and tumultuous. He didn't sweep his saber with the serenity of a Jedi. It was something more feral, more predatory.


Dangerous.


She nearly gasped and revealed herself when a stray red bolt caught the boy in his shoulder. He hissed but shook off the hit the next instant, raising his hand towards the drone that had shot him, the last one in the sequence.


It froze in midair as if caught in a tractor beam. The boy's fingers tightened, curling into a fist and she watched in mixed fascination and horror as the drone's metal casing creaked and groaned and buckled in on itself, sparks bursting from popped circuits.


His hand loosened and the crushed, broken droid dropped to the floor.


Sabine released she was holding her breath, and let it out slowly, heart beating loud in her ears. The firecracker storm inside her chest was back, popping louder than ever, her fascination with the boy a burning itch under her sternum.


So beneath the boy's stoic and calm neutral exterior broiled something unstable.


She had always been interested in volatile compounds.


-SWR-


He panted hard, adrenaline ringing in his ears, slowly gaining back his breath. Sweat stuck the material of his Inquisitor uniform to him, hot and uncomfortable. His joints rang with the physical effort. His body ached.


Taking in a last inhale to compose and calm himself, he sent a stare back over his shoulder at the girl watching him.


She startled, nearly jumping out of her skin and starting to babble immediately.


"Sorry!" she blurted. "Sorry! I—I didn't mean to bother you I just wanted—I mean—I—"


She stepped nervously into the room—counterintuitive, he thought—apparently not sure what to do with her hands as she wrung them and pulled on her gloves. Despite her earlier open staring she seemed unable to look at him now, glancing towards the walls, the floor, the broken drones.


"I—I was hoping I could—That we could—"


"You're not supposed to talk to me," he interrupted.


Unexpectedly she huffed and rolled her eyes, like she'd heard that injunction a million times. "Yeah, I know," she groaned. "Don't talk to you, don't acknowledge you, don't ask questions, you aren't even here." She raised her face and her eyes were full of something unidentifiable. "They always tell us to just shut up and stay quiet and not ask questions." She fixed him with a look. "Don't you get sick of it? The lies and secrets?"


He blinked, surprised by her fervor. Warily, he studied her, trying to glean what she could possibly mean by her words. He sensed a great deal of impatience and restless energy inside her, and deeper underneath some kind of festering pain and anger.


A little bit intrigued, he turned more towards her, deactivating his lightsaber. A whisper in his head hissed urgently at him about how he shouldn't even be giving this girl any attention, shouldn't draw attention to himself, shouldn't make a scene, but he ignored it, for now.


"Yeah," he admitted quietly.


A moment of static tension passed, some unspoken kind of understanding moving between them.


Then the girl coughed and cleared her throat, averting her eyes with a blush.


"So uh..." she started hesitantly. "How... how long are you here for?"


He shrugged. "Usually not too long. My Master will be calling me up soon, actually. She doesn't like to waste time." The mere mention of her caused his breaths to hitch, caused tingles of panic to prickle up his limbs. He shouldn't be doing this, he shouldn't be talking to anyone, she would know, she would know—


She's not here, he reminded himself. She never concerned herself with where he went and what he did while she checked the recruits for Force Sensitives, it was the one time where he felt like he wasn't completely under her watch.


He composed himself, the panic twining back down.


The girl hadn't seemed to notice, shuffling on her feet. "When will you be back?" she asked anxiously.


"Who knows," he said, indifferent. "We only come when we get a report."


That seemed to disappoint her a bit, though he couldn't fathom why. "A report about... what?" she pressed, curiosity still burning in her eyes.


He hesitated for a moment. He shouldn't be telling her this. But if she really hated Imperial lies and secrets that much... if there was a sliver of a chance he could spare someone the fate that awaited them at the Inquisitorius...


He gave the girl a significant, portent look. "Cadets that are a little too good at everything. A little... weird," he emphasized, hoping she picked up the implications.


Perhaps she did; her eyes widened a little and she took a slow step back. "Oh..." she said, small-voiced.


She fell silent, didn't ask any more questions for a long moment, and the boy grew uncomfortable, keenly aware of the shrinking window of time left to him before his master would expect him back at her side.


"I should go," he muttered. He hooked the lightsaber to his belt, kicked aside broken drone bits as he headed for the exit.


"What's your name?" the girl blurted, when he was about three feet from passing her.


Startled, he looked up, shoulders tensing, guard up. He searched her face but could find no duplicity or malice, only genuine desire.


Still, he narrowed his eyes. "You don't need to know that," he snapped.


"Yeah but I want to," she insisted.


He stared her down, suspicious and wary. "Why?"


"Because I want to know what to call you!" she said, exasperated.


Her eyes were a pretty golden-brown color, he'd just noticed. She looked at him without fear, without a hint of the skittish apprehension normal Imperials usually had around him. Instead her face burned with questions. Her interest in him was strong, but unlike the Seventh Sister's it felt warm and innocent.


His heart clenched just slightly. Did she... really genuinely care about... him?


She can't, the negative voices in his head already started crowding to remind him. She doesn't even know you.


Well, he thought sardonically, there was one way to fix that.


"Thirteenth Brother," he found himself saying. He broke eye contact, feeling an odd tickle of heat in his face. "You can call me Thirteen," he mumbled.


She looked incredulous. "That can't be your real name," she said.


He didn't understand why she was so indignant. He shoved down the part of his mind that was screaming to tell her Ezra, it's Ezra, to reclaim just a tiny piece of what they'd taken from him, let at least someone know who he used to be. "Well it's all you're getting," he huffed instead. He shouldered past her. "Goodbye."


"Sabine!"


He stopped, turned, found himself eye to eye with her, not even a foot away. His breath hitched at the proximity, an odd nervous twinge running through him.


Her gold-brown eyes were soft. Her hands had stopped fidgeting, were finally still by her sides. "My name's Sabine. Sabine Wren," she told him.


She pulsed with vibrancy in the Force, colorful and sparkling. Yet there was something she was keeping tightly bottled, her casual mental shields stubborn and impenetrable. If he wanted to force it out, he could, and he felt like he might shatter her in the process. Expose that deep-seated hurt he could sense rippling right under the surface, hot and tumultuous.


Like a star on the verge of going supernova.


He stepped back, putting space and distance between them both physically and mentally.


"You should stay away from me, Sabine." He put ice into his words, lifting his chin with practiced haughtiness and superiority. "You'll live longer."


He stalked away without another word, feeling her presence fade behind him.


"What's that supposed to mean?!" she shouted after his back.


He couldn't help but give her a cheeky smirk over his shoulder, which was the wrong message, the exact opposite of the warning he wanted to give, but it made her face twist up all cute and flustered and he didn't have much other opportunity for genuine amusement in his life. So he just chuckled as he left, feeling like gravity was just a little bit lighter.


-SWR-


Ketsu didn't look up from her datapad as she heard the dormitory room door open.


She thumbed down a page. "Did you get it out of your system?" she asked Sabine by way of greeting.


"Nope," Sabine moaned miserably through her hands, pressed tightly over her face. She crossed over to her own bunk with a dejected slump in her steps. "Fact I think I made it worse," she confessed, flopping down onto the cot and burying her face in the mattress.


Kestu shook her head with a sigh. "What are we going to do with you, Sabine?" she said.


"Can you start by smothering me with that pillow?" she requested, pointing back.


The other girl laughed, and Sabine lifted her chin, clutching her own arms beneath the elbows, setting her head down to rest on them and stare towards the wall. The itch, that magnetic irresistible pull that tugged her towards that boy was scratching at her, consuming her waking mind. She couldn't explain it. She didn't want to explain it. She just wanted to fall into that feeling like she'd come alive again after months of darkness and let it breathe air into her lungs. She knew he felt it too. They were rocks sparking against tinder, waiting to ignite.


The tricklings of an idea started to snake through her head. She bit her lip, and let that thought grow and take shape.


Whatever she had to do, she would see him again.


And hopefully this—whatever it was—wouldn't blow up in her face.


Chapter End Notes
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Summary


It's been eleven years since Sabine last saw Ezra.
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Stupid.


Stupid, stupid, stupid.


Dry tears burned in her eyes as Sabine walked down the pathway.


It had taken her years to admit it to herself. The hollow ring in her chest wasn’t just because her best friend was gone. It was because she had loved him.


Still did love him.


Mandalorians loved deep and loved strong and loved forever. She’d clung to that love, when she couldn’t pretend it wasn’t love anymore, and it was what kept her going on days when Zeb was on Lira San and Hera had gone radio-silence on a Rebellion mission and there was nothing but Sabine in the empty comm tower.


On the loneliest nights, she’d imagine the door opening and Ezra standing there, looking just like he had the day he was gone—maybe a bit worse for the wear, maybe not—and he would laugh and make a joke and she would yell and they would both cry and hold on to each other like if they let go, the world would crumble apart.


When she left Lothal with Ahsoka, went to go looking for him (because he wasn’t coming back), she still dreamed, the times when she wasn’t feeling strong enough to run on hope alone.


Now she imagined finding him in a forested jungle or icy wastes, alone, ragged, and just as perfect as he should be.


He would still laugh and she would still yell and they would both still cry and hold each other.


She would never admit it , but sometimes she imagined herself skipping over the laughing and yelling and crying and going straight to the part where she flew into his arms and whispered I love you against his lips.


Rarely did she let herself follow that train of thought and picture how he would react. How he would freeze, then melt into her touch. How deeply he would kiss her in return. How then and there, she would ask him to marry her, because it had been so long that she couldn't wait another minute. And further on… where they would settle down. How many children they might have. How happy they would be.


And now she had found him, accidentally, on a supply run to a beach city while Ahsoka did maintenance on the ship. He’d been standing across the marketplace, and their eyes met.


He didn’t laugh.


She didn’t yell.


She walked across the white sand like she was in a dream and wondered why she wasn’t feeling everything she was supposed to.


Stupid.


“Sabine?” Ezra had said, at last, slowly breaking into an awed smile that had nearly melted her where she stood.


“Who else?” she’d replied. A weak joke.


Sabine looked up as she walked. He was half a pace ahead of her, and chattering on happily.


He’d grown up, so much, and it looked good on him. It looked really good on him. His hair was longer and there was a lightness in his eyes that she’d never seen before.


Why did he look happier here than he ever had around her?


She knew why.


Stupid.


She had asked him what he’d been doing with himself, expecting a joke in reply.


He’d untensed, laughing breathlessly and running his hand through his hair. She felt her fingers twitch even now as she thought about how it would feel for her to do that. Tousle his hair, take his hand, kiss the scars on his face—new and old.


But she couldn’t think like that.


“Oh, Force, so much. I—I have a family.”


Eleven years was plenty of time for him to find someone else.


The smile that had been on her face then was still frozen there now, and she wondered if he knew how he’d stuck a knife into her ribcage.


And now—


Now she was going to meet that family.


The family that maybe she could have had with him, if… if things had been different.


He was happy. She should be happy too.


Why did it hurt so much?


She was so stupid.


Ten years. Almost eleven. Of course he’d moved on. He had a big heart, big enough for anyone to find a place in it.


She’d thought her place was secure.


If she’d said something… figured it out sooner… told him before he left… would he have waited for her?


“Calina! Luce!” he called out, as they rounded a corner into a peaceful-looking street. The houses were set apart, each with their own little yard, and she knew immediately which one was his.


It was the one with the half-dozen kids running around and the girl sitting on the front porch, probably sixteen years old.


She looked up and smiled when she saw him.


“Lina! Your bofriend's here!” she hollered, jumping up eagerly as he started up the front walk. A woman stepped out of the house, a baby in her arms. She spoke in the local language—words Sabine didn’t know.


Sabine stopped where the path met the street, unable to move herself farther, unwilling to look away.


The woman hadn’t seen her yet.


He’d laugh and she’d laugh and they'd probably kiss hello and—


She couldn’t understand what they said. The woman handed him the baby—their baby?—and they talked quietly, with bright smiles for each other, and why couldn’t he look at me that way again?


“Who's that?” The girl asked, putting her hand on Ezra's arm and pointing out at Sabine.


He looked up, seeming surprised she hadn’t come inside the yard, and he must have seen some of the hurt in her eyes.


“Are you okay?” he called out, brow furrowing.


She licked her dry lips and put lightness into her tone. “Yeah, I’m fine.”


With a nod of his head, he beckoned her inside the gate.


The knife was still there in her chest, and it had started twisting.


She walked slowly up the path. It was white gravel, and crunched under her boots. A few kids ran past, ignoring her.


It was everything she had wanted with Ezra, but he found it without someone else.


He grinned as she mounted the two steps to the painted porch, resting her hand on the railing.


“Calina—” he said to the woman; then words she couldn’t understand.


Calina broke into a brilliant smile. It contrasted perfectly against her dark skin, and Sabine hated the pang of envy ripping through her.


“Sabine!” Calina extended her hands warmly for the local greeting, kissing her on the cheek. “He told me so much about you! I’m so happy you found him!”


“Me too,” she said, trying to make it true. Something in Calina’s eyes told her the lie was transparent. Luce made it more obvious that she didn't buy it.


She could face Inquisitors and Admirals and almost certain death, but right now, there was nothing Sabine wanted to do more than to turn and run.


It could have been her.


“Who are your kids?” she asked, because anything else was too much.


He brightened beautifully. “Oh! The kids! Um, Tuck, he’s the little Nautolan. River and Rush are the blond brothers. Jaya is my second-oldest, he’s the one with the green shirt. Athian is making mud pies over there, Corhan is the toddler, and…” He looked over at the woman. “Where's the other twin?”


“Inside,” Luce said for her, bouncing on her toes. “Bee didn't want her nap, it took ages to get her to settle down. And do not get me started on Rune. You're not paying me enough, old man.”


“I pay you plenty, young lady.”


She stuck her tongue out at him, only for Calina to make a disapproving noise. The woman reached out and took the waking baby from Ezra, stroking his dark coils with motherly adoration. “All of you, stop it. You're upsetting Caleb.”


Caleb.


The knife had been ripped out, and Sabine's blood ran free.


Caleb.


She saw no similarities between little Caleb and Ezra, but the name told her enough.


Her fingers tightened on the porch railing. It was all that held her up. Now she had to wonder how many of the other children were his. River and Rush had blue eyes, but their skin tone was too light. Athian… maybe.


A hand on her arm made her startle. It was Calina. She'd stopped talking and was staring at Sabine.


“Are you sick?”


Ezra looked up in alarm. “What’s wrong?”


“Nothing.”


“No, you don’t look good at all.”


“Yeah, you look awful,” added Luce, with a sweet smile.


Thanks a lot.


He handed Caleb to Calina and stepped forward, pressing the back of his fingers to her cheek. It took all her willpower not to shy away.


“You’re not overheated, are you? This place gets really hot. Do you need something to drink?”


Oh, I need a drink, all right.


“I’m fine,” she insisted.


Ezra was unconvinced. He said a few quick words to Calina, who nodded. Then he turned back to Sabine.


“Come inside. It’s cooler in there.”


Maybe the only thing worse than being with Ezra and his… partner, was being alone with him.


She didn’t really have a choice.


Her feet dragged her after him through the front door—an actual door, on hinges, not automatic—and into the cool air of the house. It did feel good. The place was… quaint. Welcoming. Perfect for the little seaside town.


He led her past a white spiral staircase and a hallway with several doors—bedrooms, probably, for all the children—and into a kitchen. Ezra pointed her to one of the tall chairs at the counter, and went over to the conservator. He moved about in this room as naturally as he ever had in the Ghost. Maybe even more.


It ached.


This could have been her life.


She swallowed dryly as the wrenching realization took her—he couldn’t leave this place, and she couldn’t stay. Not when she needed him, so badly, that every sight of him was pain. If he was free, she’d have fought tooth and nail to have him see that she loved him as much as he’d ever loved her. That he could have her, if he still did want her. But that child, Caleb…


Ezra wasn’t free. And she couldn’t let him see how much she wished he was. For his sake. For hers. For Calina’s.


She sat in a puddle of invisible blood and wondered how much longer her heart would keep beating.


A glass slid across the stone surface to her, full of something sweet and pinkish-gold. She picked it up, feeling the chill through her gloves, and took a sip. It was bittersweet, and went down stinging.


Across from her, Ezra leaned his elbows on the countertop, folding his hands together.


“What’s really bothering you?”


I love you.


You loved me.


I need you.


But she couldn’t say those things, so she tried to find something she could say.


Sabine was given the delay she needed to think when a girl with vibrant green eyes and hot pink hair breezed through the room, a baby that looked just like Caleb in a sling around her middle.


“Hey, Dad,” she greeted casually, grabbing a frozen sweet from the conservator. “Beanie and I are off to commit crime.”


“Not in that outfit, you’re not,” Ezra replied, and Sabine almost smiled.


The girl was wearing a cropped pink top and a large square of cloth knotted at her hip. It was no different than what any of the other young girls on the island were wearing. She got the feeling it was a joke between them.


“Right, I’ll go change into something worse,” she replied, spinning on her heel and finally, it seemed, registering the stranger in the room.


“Oh… my…. crabs,” she blurted out, eyes going wide, and Sabine had never heard that particular expression before. “You’re Sabine Wren, aren’t you?”


A spot near her heart warmed up a little, and she couldn’t help her smile. Whatever she was now—whatever she couldn’t be—Ezra had told his kids about her. Enough for them to know her on sight.


“I am.”


The girl looked ready to pass out. “You are my hero. My role model in all the worst ways. You were the bad influence that shaped my childhood and I love you so much. And now I’m just embarrassing myself so, bye!”


She dashed out of the room.


“Ignore her,” Ezra sighed. “Rune turned fourteen last month and decided that teenage rebellion was her new look.”


“I like her.”


Silence came back with a cruel oppressiveness, and she swallowed hard.


“It’s this place, Ezra,” she whispered, going back to the question before he could. “I came here to bring you home. So things could be like they always were. You were a piece of our lives that was missing.”


Sabine looked up.


“Now I’m a piece that doesn’t fit.”


He reached out, taking one of her hands in his and staring down at the countertop. He wasn't wearing gloves like he always had, and the warm contact made her hands burn.


“I realized a long time ago, I wasn't leaving this planet,” Ezra whispered, folding their fingers together. “I couldn't. I can't. The kids need a stable place to grow up.”


“I know.” She had to bite her cheek to keep the tears from coming to her eyes.


“But that doesn't mean I didn't wish every day to see my other family again. To see you again. I used to imagine how meeting you again would go.”


“So did I.”


“Lots of yelling?”


“And crying.”


“That sounds about right,” Ezra said, and then he gave her that smile. Half-bashful, half-easy, and one-hundred-percent perfect. “I missed you so much, Sabine. So, so much.”


That was too much. She yanked her hand away.


“I’m sorry, I can’t—” she began, jumping up, all in a rush, only to run out of words halfway through.


He straightened up, a curious look in his eyes.


“…what?”


“I can’t do this, I can’t—I can’t talk about it. I’m sorry. It’s… I can't.”


Ezra looked bewildered.


“Sabine…”


“You should go check on your kids,” she blurted out, suddenly desperate to avoid being alone with him. Manda, she was so confused. Hurting. 


He sighed, looking down. “Right. Make yourself at home, I guess.”


Sabine slowly lowered herself back into that chair as he walked away and took another sip of her drink, almost liking the way it hurt. Almost wishing it hurt more.


“I’m not going to say anything dumb anymore,” a voice announced, and Rune hopped into the chair next to Sabine. She had, indeed, followed up on her threat to wear something “worse,” and was now clad in nothing but a (pink) bikini. She also still had the baby. Sabine hadn't got a good view before, but it looked like the infant's tightly-coiled hair was just slightly pink. “I like your hair. See? I’m a normal conversation person. If you and Dad are still in the awkward reunion phase, do you want to go do graffiti with me?”


Sabine wished there was a polite way to tell the girl to go away and let her wallow in her misery alone.


“No, thank you.”


Rune sighed dramatically and slumped back in her seat. “Dad is great, but he’s got this thing where I have to follow laws. When Calina showed up, I thought maybe we could get into trouble together, but she’s boring too. And Luce is the worst!”


“Calina lives here?” Sabine asked, consciously not gripping the cup hard enough to shatter it.


Rune shrugged. “Pretty much. I wish she didn't. She's responsible. Hey, wanna hold mini-you?”


“Mini-me?”


“Yeah! Little Beanie.” Rune lifted the baby out of the sling and put her into Sabine's arms. “She's only like a year old, but I think I'm corrupting her already. Dad hasn't noticed the colored hair yet.”


Sabine stared down at the little baby in her arms.


Sabine.


Ezra named his little girl after her.


Sabine didn't realize until she'd started to cry until a teardrop dripped off her chin, leaving a wet dot on the baby's little onesie.


She had such perfect eyes. Her whole face was perfect. Everything about the little baby was so… perfect.


“Yeah, I had that reaction, too. You see her and you're immediately like, I would commit arson for this tiny person.” Rune made a face of protective anger. “I'm small and full of rage. Beanie can't do crimes, I'll do 'em for her.”


Sabine would have laughed if she hadn't been crying so hard. With shaking hands, she reached up, running her thumb across the baby's cheek. Little Beanie reached up, clumsily latching onto Sabine's thumb. But once the chubby baby fingers had wrapped around her, there was no release. Beanie did not let go.


So much strength in such a little body. She would make a wonderful Mandalorian.


You're everything I wanted.


“Hm?” Rune leaned closer, swinging her feet. "What did you say?"


“Nothing,” Sabine hiccuped, cursing that she'd spoken aloud.


“Wait. Oh. Ohhh, my gosh. I'll be right back!”


Rune flew to her feet and dashed out of the room, leaving Sabine with tears running down her face.


The screen door slammed open as Rune barreled out of the house, nearly crashing into Ezra.


“Dad! Dad! You like her, right?”


Oh, not again.


“Rune, of course I like her, she's my best friend—”


“I knew it! She's the reason I don't have a stepmom yet! You're in love with her!”


“Rune.”


Calina nudged Luce in the side, and Luce growled, slapping a handful of coins into Calina's outstretched hand.


“Were you betting on… Yeah, you're never babysitting for me again,” Ezra told them.


“You need us,” Calina said, smugly pocketing her spoils. “The kids would tear your house apart without me.”


“She's right, Dad,” Rune agreed. “Anyway, my future mother is inside sobbing over how adorable baby Beanie-Bee is and maybe also pining after you. Go talk please. Quickly! And make sure she knows Calina's not your girlfriend, I think someone might have given her the wrong idea.”


Ezra could believe about a third of that. Still, he'd left Sabine alone for a while, and she was clearly still feeling awful, so he went inside to check on her, anyway.


And then he heard Sabine's quiet sobs.


Spurred on by anxiety—something had been very wrong with Sabine, clearly, and now it was worse—he moved quickly into the kitchen. Sabine was sitting where he'd left her, little Bee cradled in her arms. Her head was bowed, ocean-blue hair too short to shield her face.


Not that he needed to see the tears to know she was crying.


“Sabine.”


She startled, spinning around in the chair and swiping at her eyes like she could hide the tears.


“Ezra. What are you doing in here?”


“…I live here.”


He could hear one of the ancient clocks mounted somewhere in the house, ticking unsteadily.


“There's not much resemblance,” Sabine whispered into the silence.


“Sorry?”


“Your daughter doesn't look much like you.”


“She's adopted. They all are.”


Sabine looked up at him, a little too calmly for the emotions he was sensing from her.


“I thought Calina was her mother.”


“She's not.” Ezra moved cautiously to her side, pulling out the other chair and sitting down. “Calina and Luce watch the kids for me while I'm at work. I guess Calina's something like a mother to them, but… contrary to Luce's hopes and dreams, I'm not interested in her.”


“Oh,” she whispered, sounding strangled. She didn't meet his eyes. “I thought—”


Sabine took three slow, shuddering breaths, and baby Bee cooed at her. Rune darted through the doorway—she was getting sneaky, he hadn't even sensed her coming—and snatched up little Bee from Sabine. Either so they could have this conversation without being disturbed, or so she could put more colors in Bee's hair. At this moment, Ezra didn't really care which, because the storm of emotions inside Sabine solidified like a bolt of lightning, and she stood up, squaring her shoulders.


“Eight years ago,” she said, voice tight. “I had a dream that you came back. I thought it was real, and when I woke up, you weren’t there. And Hera had just left and Zeb was gone and I had no one, Ezra. No one. I… I broke a little bit, that night. It wasn’t pretty.”


Sabine took one half-step forward, reaching out to tenderly stroke the scars on his face.


“I think it was somewhere between the ugly crying and the throwing up that I realized I’d fallen in love with you.”


“You fell in love with me?”


“I did. And I thought… Stars, Ezra!” Her expression darkened. “I thought you had found everything I ever wanted, and it was with someone else! I was going to leave. I thought I couldn’t stay. Why didn't you just say something at the start? Do you have any idea how much of an emotional spiral I have been on? ”


“You fell in love with me,” Ezra repeated numbly. And then he felt himself smile. “You fell in love with me.”


“Yes. I did.”


“Ugly crying and throwing up?” He went back to her words. “You realized you loved me between ugly crying and throwing up.”


“It was a bad night!” Sabine exclaimed, but she was almost smiling, too.


“So, was a love confession part of your reunion daydreams?” he joked, rising to his feet and holding out his arms.


“Sometimes,” Sabine said, leaning her head on his shoulder and nestling into the hug. “Most of the time.”


“How did it go?”


“Well, usually, there was a lot of yelling and swearing and then I gave up on making sense and just kissed you.”


“That does sound like you. Personally, I like the ugly crying and throwing up one.”


“You would,” she muttered, then looked up at him with earnest eyes. “Swear you'll never run off with the space whales again.”


“Not in a million years.”


Soft seconds passed them by, and then Sabine spoke again. “I know you can't leave here. This is your home. Your kids' home. But... Do you think... you could ever take a vacation? Might be a little tough to fit us all, but the old radio tower's still there. And the skies are clear again. And we could make a sort of... road trip, of it. Stop by Krownest. Ryloth, or wherever Hera is these days. Lira San. See the sights. Inevitably end up blowing up a few Imperial remnant bases.”


Ezra smiled.


“You know, I think the kids would like that.”


“Would you?”


“I'd love it.”


(It was three months, eight planets, fourteen souvenir T-shirts, nine explosions, three cats, two adoptions, and one bar fight long.)


End Notes


I have this mental picture of Ahsoka still waiting back on the ship like "oh don’t tell me I lost the other kid too—"


comments? :)


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


It's been quite a day.


It would be less of a Quite A Day if certain people would actually communicate. (And no, a love confession screamed in front of the entire audience of a gala as a distraction does NOT count as "communication!")


Notes


Written for Sabezraweek Day 1: Missions!


Fair warning, this AU has an utter disregard for canon information. I think it mostly explains itself as it goes along, but just for context: Derra and Dae are time-travelling padawans from, like, 10,000 years before canon. They joined the Ghost crew mid-s1.


See the end of the work for more notes
“Are you excited for the mission?”


Sabine ignored the raspy croon of the woman behind her, who was doing up all the buttons along the back of her dress.


She thought Daesha would be eager to help. The young Twi’lek was always trying to find something pretty for Sabine to wear, and now the one time she had to dress up fancy for a party, Daesha was nowhere to be found.


Actually, that wasn’t true. Sabine knew exactly where Daesha could be found.


Helping Ezra with his outfit.


Derriphan finished the last button with a little pat. “You’re a perfect doll. You-know-who will fall dead at your feet. Do you like it?”


Ignoring the hinted remark, Sabine looked down at the skirt. It was light and fluttery, made up of layers upon layers of gauzy fabric. She twirled a little to one side, then the other, mesmerized by the way the red-gold fabric spun.


Behind her, Derra had started stripping off her everyday clothes and donning the suit she’d bought. The three girls had shared a room for enough years that they’d stopped caring about changing clothes in front of one another a long time ago.


Sabine adjusted the wispy straps, pulling them up over her shoulders, only to feel Derra’s cold hands pull them back down.


“The dress doesn’t sit right if you do that,” she warned. “Besides, don’t you want your pretty shoulders to be on display for—”


“Derriphan,” she warned, and the younger girl took the hint.


“All right, all right. I won’t bother you about him. For now.”


“Good,” Sabine grumbled, folding her arms and keeping her back turned while Derra changed. “The last thing we need is relationship drama.”


“With two beautiful women here, I think there is bound to be some,” Derra sighed.


“I’m not sure who that’s supposed to be insulting.”


“You know I’m not pretty, old friend,” Derra snorted. “I’ve been told I have a face that could crash ships. And, for all that the times have changed, I am still from the Old Sith. I may not be truly Dark, but I’ve manipulated the emotions of every person on this ship to draw power from you.”


Sabine rolled her eyes. “You like causing trouble, Derra. Interpersonal drama is what you live for. Don't forget, I know you jumped into the relationship mess years ago with every intention of making it worse.”


“I was only trying to ensure a happy ending for everyone involved.”


“And did that happy ending involve the time the street blew up?” Sabine leaned her shoulder against the wall and stared at her old paintings.


“Oh, yes, indeed.” Derra had a smirk in her voice. “I'm quite sure that was when you started to have feelings for him. The jealousy ploy. You're welcome.”


“I'm not thanking you.”


“You will, when we need a distraction tonight and I suggest that he make out with you this time.”


Sabine whirled on her, hands on her hips, only to see that Derriphan was grinning.


“Ha, ha. Where’d you learn that term, miss ten-thousand-years-old?”


“I’ve been reading.” Derra dropped into the bottom bunk and reached into the cubby there, pulling out a few of Sabine’s holonovels. “Really, these are quite shameless. Master Channay would have been scandalized. There was one passage in this one—I blushed the whole way through. Do your parents know you have these?”


“Gimmie thaaat,” Sabine whined, stepping forward and snatching the holonovels from her, then glancing at the titles. “Derra, you prude, you blush reading kisse… wait, no, these aren't mine! I think they belong to Dae.”


She held up one of them that she knew she'd never seen before. It had a picture of a swooning Twi’lek in a skimpy dress, made even skimpier by all the tatters and tears in it, held by a handsome man in what looked like a cheap knockoff of clone armor, painted yellow.


“Daesha?” Derra’s jumped up in surprise, buttoning up the front of her shirt as she leaned over Sabine’s shoulder to look at it. “She read this? The little minx! I didn’t think she had it in her!”


Sabine giggled despite herself. “Should we be surprised, given the way she dresses?”


“At least she’s comfortable in her body. Is this one yours?”


She pulled a different one from Sabine’s grasp, and Sabine scowled, knowing immediately why Derra was singling out that one.


“Not a word, Channaysdottir,” she growled, pointing a finger at her. “Not a word.”


Derriphan ignored her and started reading aloud. “Touch The Stars, by Kaliskner Awknay, illustrations by Okta Sanoha. Mandalore, in turmoil! The fearless Lady Sabine on the run for her life! To her rescue comes the wise Jedi Master Quinn and Owan, his young, reckless Padawan—my, does this sound familiar! You and she even have the same name!”


“Would you shut up?” Sabine took the holonovel back. “It’s such a stupid book!”


“So why did you buy it?”


“Well, the main character was a Mandalorian named Sabine who befriended Jedi. I didn't realize it was a romance novel! And for your information, I never finished it. I made it through the longing gazes and a few kisses but then it got way too much. It vanished before I could get rid of it. I guess Dae took it?”


Derra considered that as she cuffed up her sleeves, revealing defined arms and hands that looked like they could kill. “That's fair enough, I suppose. How do I look?”


“Androgynous,” Sabine told her flatly.


“Exactly what I wanted.” Derra ran her hand along her short, slicked-back hair, straightened her suit jacket, and offered her hand to Sabine with a deep bow.


“May I have the honor?” she asked, deepening her voice.


Sabine rolled her eyes, but played along. “Oh, but of course, dear sir,” she chirped, pitching her voice high in response and tossing the holonovels up on her bunk.


Derriphan chuckled, then grabbed Sabine’s hand, opened their bedroom door with a Force-gesture, and whirled her out of the room in a poor imitation of a waltz.


For a minute, she was able to forget the things that had been bothering her. Like how big of a crush Ezra used to have on Daesha, almost as big as the one he’d had on Sabine. And how Dae hadn’t given a care about him—actually tried to set him up with Derra, her sister… but ever since Sabine came back from Mandalore, Daesha had been standing closer and closer to him, and gave him secretive looks, and told him jokes Sabine didn’t get.


And the other thing. The thing where Ezra had those inside jokes with Daesha, specifically, and he stood closer to her, too, and every now and then Sabine would see a silly smile on his face after Dae had whispered something to him.


And the other other thing that had been bothering her. The thing that Derra, Derra, of all people, Derriphan Channaysdottir, had figured out. The thing where Sabine wanted those jokes to be with her, and for Ezra to stand close to her, and for his silly smiles to be sent to her.


That thing.


But right now, Sabine wasn’t thinking about any of those things, because she was whirling down the halls of the Ghost with a cross-dressed Sith, both laughing their heads off.


It didn’t last. They spun into the common room and Derra finished their “dance” by swinging her partner into a low dip, and Sabine found herself with a great (if, albeit, upside-down) view of Daesha in a very revealing dress finishing the last adjustment of Ezra’s tie with an inaudible whisper that made him light up and… was that a blush?


Internally, Sabine swore.


She didn’t want to be jealous. It seemed so… flaky. Stupid. Hadn’t Daesha been the one to give her all the bizarre, ancient weapons she crafted from memory? The one she related to most? Sabine and Dae had been friends. They were friends.


But there had been a… swap. Sometime between when Sabine returned to Krownest and when she came back to the Ghost, something had changed. There had always been the four of them, yes, but it wasn’t quite Sabine and Ezra and Derra and Dae. It was Sabine and Ezra, and Derra and Dae. But then, well…


She’d thought it was all back to normal when she saw Ezra and Kanan on the rescue mission for her father, but then the second they touched down on Yavin, Ezra bolted off to find Daesha because he “had to tell her something.”


And then Sabine had that nightmare, night terror, almost, about the Duchess, and Derra had been the one to climb up a bunk and soothe her dreams with a gentle brush of the Force and a stupid joke.


Ezra and Dae hadn’t been close, until they were.


Sabine and Derra almost never talked, until they did.


She was glad for the new friend. She just hated how it felt like she was losing two more.


Derra swung Sabine up to stand on her own, then bowed to Daesha.


“Perhaps, my Lady,” she said, adopting a stuffy Coruscanti accent, “We may swap partners for a time?”


“Of course, Your Hideousness,” Dae snickered, curtseying deeply. “It would be an honor.”


Derra twirled Sabine around, somehow landing her square in Ezra’s arms (and stars, he was gorgeous tonight) then caught up Daesha. They tangoed out of the room, and the pretty girl threw a lek over her shoulder and winked at Ezra.


“Remember what we talked about, Zazi!” she sing-songed, and he blushed a shade deeper and glanced nervously at Sabine.


That was almost confirmation of Sabine’s suspicion that her two best friends were already a couple.


It was like a punch to the gut.


“Come on,” she said flatly, shoving herself out of his loose hold. “Let’s go.”


Ezra watched as Sabine stormed out after Derriphan and Dae, and her bad mood was almost palpable. He had to wonder if it was because she’d heard what Dae said to him. He hoped Sabine hadn’t heard, or that could have made tonight really weird between them. Sabine and Dae had been going through a rough patch lately (Dae told him all about it on one of her more emotional days), and Ezra knew that if Sabine got wind of just how much Dae had thrown herself back into the matchmaker game, there would be big trouble.


Daesha was incorrigible. For the first a year and a half, she’d dedicated herself to matching up Ezra and Derriphan, for some unfathomable reason. (Out of the three, Derriphan was the one he’d liked least!) Then she let up, which was a relief for everyone, because Derriphan had started her own revenge matchmaking for Ezra and Dae. (And Force, please let him forget that time when she exploded the street. He'd like to never remember that again.) So far, Sabine had managed to stay out of it.


Well, not anymore, he thought with a huff, and followed the girls out the door.


It had started one night, not long after the first trip to Krownest, when Dae suggested that they sneak out and go to a party the younger Rebels were throwing. One thing led to another, and a couple hours later they’d left the party and were sprawled on the floor of the girls’ room (Derra was out doing her Angsty Sith Meditations or whatever), tipsy, playing sabacc and confessing their deepest secrets.


Dae told him about her old friends, long dead, and he (apparently, though he didn’t remember much) rambled about Sabine’s eyes and hair and the way she blew stuff up and her pretty art.


(He’d been… really drunk.)


(On accident!)


And ever since, Dae had been the most devoted shipper he’d ever seen. Ezra kind of liked it at first—it wasn’t like he’d ever had someone to tell these things to before, and being able to talk about it actually helped him work out some stuff. And… okay, he’d admit it. It was kind of nice when Dae teased him.


He knew he didn’t really have a chance with Sabine, but it was fun to pretend. Daesha would make up some corny, grand story for how they’d dramatically confess their love in the heat of battle and she’d play both parts, switching back and forth, while Ezra told her to shut up even though they both knew he didn’t mean it. It was funny!


But then Sabine came back and Dae didn’t stop. It was constant winks and nudges and it made him worry every time that Sabine would figure it out and think that he’d asked Dae to… wingman, or something.


And boy, had Dae been wingmanning.


Case in point: she’d nabbed this mission for the four of them, then spent a solid hour giving Ezra a pep talk for his “big date” under the pretense of helping him get ready.


He was honestly scared of what Daesha was going to do tonight.


She started it off delightfully, making him and Sabine sit next to each other in the back of the speeder. Sabine refused to meet his eyes the whole way.


Oh, and there was another downside to Dae’s teasing. At the time, he thought it didn’t matter to him, but the fact was… it had got his hopes up a little. And with Sabine being decidedly cool to both him and Dae, it was a pretty big letdown. Ezra should have seen it coming; he was annoyed enough with himself for being disappointed. After all these years, he’d finally found a comfortable spot as Sabine’s friend, and now he was right back to wanting more.


And tonight was not helping things.


Because he knew how carefully Dae set this up, how much time she spent making (by hand! Who knew she could sew??) Sabine’s outfit, and choosing his. Even he could admit how good he looked.


He was trying to forget how good Sabine looked.


And he knew that Dae would be keeping an eagle eye out for any little “sparks,” ready to stoke the flames the moment she spotted imagined them.


“So,” Dae began, in her sweet Ryl accent. She turned around in her seat, and the stretched-out pose made her already-revealing top completely indecent. He turned away, looking at the scenery go by as Derriphan drove. “I’ve been thinking about the mission plan.”


Oh, dear.


“We’ll attract less attention if we split up. You two will go in first; you’ll be the normal young adults, off for a night of fun and romance. Derra and I will be the rich nonhuman who probably sells illegal weapons and his arm candy.”


Sabine sniffed. “Thought you were gonna be his arm candy.”


Dae laughed. “No, Sabine. The tremendously ugly and the strikingly beautiful must draw all the attention. You are the clandestine operators.”


If she hadn’t spent the last hour outlining the game plan for the “date” to Ezra, he might have bought it. Sabine seemed to accept it.


“Dear sister mine,” Derriphan said suddenly. “You’re going to give the poor fellow a heart attack if you don’t fix your dress, because the way you’re sitting, the rear seat is getting a fantastic view of your ample bosom.”


“Oh!” Daesha turned quickly back to face forward, adjusting the ends of the two thin, sparkly cloth strips that hung over her shoulders. “Sorry, Zazi.”


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Sabine school her expression into a carefully neutral facade.


Strange.


“Zazi,” she repeated neutrally. “Where did that nickname come from, anyway?”


Dae giggled. “He and I had too much to drink, one night, and I could not say his name right. I called him Zara, Ezza, Ears, Ares, Extra, Huli, Era, and Zazi. The last one stuck.”


“Wasn’t Huli the name of the boy you used to be in love with?” Derriphan piped up, and Sabine's jaw twitched.


“It was,” Dae confirmed sadly. “Poor Huli. He had such pretty eyes.”


“I take it Huli was before you two got put in stasis for thousands of years?” Sabine asked tightly, pressing her pink-glossed lips in a thin line.


“He died on Malachor.” Derriphan spoke matter-of-factly. “Broke Dae’s heart. It took her years to get over him, but I think she’s moved on now.”


Sabine’s presence flashed with a bitter feeling that Ezra couldn’t name, but he knew he’d been feeling it from her more and more lately.


Derriphan parked the speeder a few blocks away from the gala location. “All right. Get out and get going. Remember the contact?”


“Guy about our age with silver hair and a candlewick flower,” Sabine said, climbing out and moving on her way. “You told us twenty times already.”


With a sigh and a little shake, Ezra swung himself out of the speeder. “You two have your earpieces, right?”


Dae nodded and Derriphan gave him a two-finger salute, and he followed Sabine towards the doors of the ballroom.


It was a little awkward, walking in silence, but it was worse when Sabine spoke.


“Let’s not make this weird tonight, okay?”


He swallowed, but smiled at her. “Yeah. Of course. No weirdness.”


“This whole date thing—we both know it’s not real, so… it doesn’t have to mean anything,” Sabine continued, and he got a feeling of being deeply upset from her. Was pretending to be his “date” honestly that bad? Or was it something else?


“I know.”


“Good. I guess we’re on the same page, then.”


“I guess we are.”


(They absolutely were not, but neither of them knew that yet.)


They came to the doors and stopped.


Ezra looked over at her, and she looked back.


“I guess…” he began, “If we’re supposed to be ‘dates,’ we should probably…”


Instead of finishing his sentence, he offered her his arm, and she took it.


Side by side, they glided into the room, and Sabine was surprised how much she didn’t feel out of place.


She had dressed up like this once or twice when she was younger, lace and tulle and all sorts of fluttery stuff, and she’d never liked it. But this dress fit her well. Something about it was right.


So Sabine walked with her shoulders back and her head high and a little sway in her hips, just to feel like she belonged.


There was chatter and hubbub, laughter and murmurs, and it would have been so easy to get caught up in her role, if she hadn’t just then noticed the way Ezra glanced nervously down at their linked arms, and then back up at Dae, just entering the room.


Don’t want your girlfriend to get jealous, I guess?


She slid her arm away quickly. Who was she to disrupt the happy couple?


You could have at least told me.


“Let’s split up and look,” she muttered.


“Shouldn’t we stay together? At least for a little while, I mean, because our cover story—”


“If anyone asks questions, go ahead and tell ‘em the truth,” Sabine said, clenching her hands in her skirt. “Say I’m just an old friend who came with you ‘cause you couldn’t get a date.”


“Ouch,” Derra’s snicker came through the earpiece. “You and I, Bridger; bound to be eternally single. Why can’t we all be curvaceous Twi’leks and—”


“I’m gonna stop you right there,” Sabine muttered as she slipped into the crowd. “Nobody needs to hear what description you’re gonna give me.”


Then she lowered the volume on her earpiece—enough to hear, but not enough to have the chatter echo in her head—and wandered off to find somewhere to stand, looking aloof and intimidating.


Snatching up a little glass of flavored shaved ice as she walked by a tray, she strolled around the room (and planted a few minor explosives—never knew when you might need a quick escape!) for a while, then found a nice, quiet corner and prepared to be bored. For no other reason than to have something to do, she opened the dainty handbag Dae had given her and looked inside, expecting to find maybe a blaster or lip gloss.


Oh. How thoughtful.


One of the Sisters—Derra, it had to be Derra, she was the only one who had the chance—had put a few of Sabine’s holonovels inside. Not any of the banned-by-the-Empire ones, for obvious reasons, but there were a few.


She was halfway through The Undercity, a cheesy detective thriller, when a voice startled her.


“Hel-lo, gorgeous.”


Sabine nearly dropped her glass. The ice had melted, and she sipped the last of the watered-down, sweet sugar-syrup from the bottom of the crystal cup and set it aside, dropping the novel back into her bag.


Young man, bright white hair. Candlewick flower.


It was the contact.


“Where have you gone today?” she asked, reciting the code phrase.


“My sister’s grave,” he replied, slipping the blossom out of his coat’s buttonhole and presenting it to her. Sabine didn’t move to take it, so he tucked it behind her ear.


The yellow-painted band across his face scrunched up as he smiled at her. Then his mask slipped away. Leaning against the wall so his back was to the crowd, he dropped his voice, all while catching up her hand and twining their fingers together, like they were just a couple flirting.


“You can call me Aylan. Look, I think someone’s got a leak. I saw two squads of stormtroopers moving in the direction of this building on my way in. I have the information, but they might search people on the way out. Do you have a safe place to stash it?”


She only thought for a second.


“Yes, if you don’t mind being punched.”


Aylan seemed surprised, but then he chuckled. “Sacrifices must be made for the Rebellion.”


“Good. Stick it down the front of my dress.”


“Ah. I see.”


He slipped his hand out of hers and traced the back of his fingers along her collarbone, then pressed his hand over her heart. With the deftness of a children’s show magician or reverse pickpocket, he slipped the cold metal right down the middle of her neckline.


Sabine walloped him.


Aylan stumbled back with a gasp, clutching his stomach. Clearly he hadn’t been expecting her to go all-out.


“And keep your hands to yourself!” Sabine snapped loudly, for the benefit of the nearby people.


“Right,” he groaned. “Where did you learn to hit like that?”


“My mother was a Mandalorian.”


“I dig a chick who can beat me up.” Aylan flashed her a strained grin. “Same time next week?”


“Not a chance.”


Glancing across the room, she caught Derra’s eye, and the girl made a subtle gesture towards her ear. Oh. Right.


Sabine turned the volume back up.


“Excellent,” Dae murmured. “The datastick is in your dress?”


“Mhm,” Sabine hummed, tugging at the neckline like she was uncomfortable with how low it was and using that as a cover to hide pushing the datastick lower.


“Now, we mingle. Zazi, stop neglecting your date and go dance.”


Dae pitched the word date high and made it sound like a joke.


Ha. Funny.


“Don’t bother,” Sabine muttered, looking for a drink that was slightly more alcoholic. It was going to be a long night.


The last thing Ezra wanted to do after watching their contact flirting up a storm with Sabine was to have to talk to the guy himself, but it was, it seemed, inevitable. Prince Charming cornered him maybe half an hour after the data-pass-off, greeting him with a hearty slap to the back.


“Bro! Didn’t we go to school together?”


“Nope,” Ezra enunciated, refusing to look over at him.


“You sure? I could’a sworn you seemed familiar. Didn’t you ask my sister to the dance?” The guy steered him away from the crowds, then dropped his voice lower. “Hey, no jokes. I just spotted my minor archnemesis mingling with the Imperial clique.”


“Your ‘minor archnemesis’?”


“Yeah. Young, aspiring officer, that type. Over there. The chick with the pretty green eyes. She’s been after me and my parents for ages. Doesn’t even know we’re Rebels, just that we have multiple traffic violations to our name. It’s hilarious how much energy she’s puttin’ into catching us. Personally? I think she has a crush on me.”


“Can’t imagine why,” Ezra muttered, and he could hear a few snickers over the earpiece.


The contact gave him a sympathetic look. “Listen, if you’re ticked off that I was flirting with your girl—”


Ezra switched off his earpiece quickly because there was no need for anyone to hear that and get ideas. “I’m not, and—”


“Pff. Yeah, right,” he grinned, then lowered his voice even more. “You’re not the only empath in the room, brother, and right now your vibes are rancid.”


Curious now, Ezra reached out, feeling for the guy’s presence. He was Force-sensitive, all right. It wasn’t Dark, but it was darker than Light. It reminded him a little of Derriphan—shadow-y. And there was a hint of something… something like what Dathomir had felt like.


Kinda creepy.


“And, she’s not my girlfriend,” Ezra finished sharply.


“Ah, I get it.” The contact nodded sagely. “One of those unacknowledged, unrequited love situations? Well, when she does confess, try and let her down easy. Oh, and let me know when she’s over you.”


“I don’t know what you’ve been drinking, but you’ve lost your mind if you think Sabine likes me,” Ezra gaped.


“I don't know what you've been drinking if you think she doesn't. Dude, she's so into you.”


Okay, Ezra was done with this. First Dae, then this guy?


“Do you have an actual point in all this?” he demanded, cautiously switching his comm back on and hoping he'd shut the conversation down.


“Oh! Yeah, right. So, Officer Smitten is hitting up the drinks table and she is definitely going to recognize me if I don’t get out of here fast. Can your team make a distraction? I can slip away, then.”


“What kind of distraction?” Sabine asked, and he repeated the question.


“Ah… well, she loves drama. And sunsets, and long walks on the beach.”


“Mm-hm. And are you sure she’s the one with the crush?”


“Yep. Gotta fly!”


The guy dashed away, pausing to wink at a couple giggling girls.


Flirt.


“Well, any thoughts?” Ezra asked, hoping the rest of his team could come up with something.


A pause.


Then—


“I can blow some stuff up?”


“No. I’ve got a better idea,” announced Derriphan, sounding gleeful. Oh, fantastic. That meant that there was about to be trouble.


Sabine spoke up, though a better word might be growled. “Derriphan Channaysdottir, this had better not be the—”


“No, but we could do that if you wanted to.”


Ezra looked across the room. Derra was standing, aloof, while Dae clung to her arm, giggling and winking at every passerby. He couldn’t even tell she was speaking, but her voice sounded through the earpiece.


“Now, Sister,” Derra said, still staring out at nothing. “Slip away from me and wander across the room. Act as though you’re bored and I haven’t been giving you enough attention, so you’re looking for a flirtation. Go in Ezra’s direction.”


I don’t like where this is headed…


Daesha loyally followed the instructions. She walked with a sway in her hips, and more than one pair of eyes was drawn her way.


“Ezra,” Derra continued, “in about three seconds, catch her eye and freeze. Look stupid and smitten. Ogle a bit.”


“But—”


“Trust me.”


“Can't we just let Sabine do her explodey thing?” he muttered, even though he knew the answer was no.


But Derra surprised him. “Oh, of course. Sabine, you'll know when to set off the—AHEM—fireworks. But for now, Ezra. Trust me.”


There was really no choice but to go along with the plan, so he turned a little, like he was boredly scanning the crowd, and let his gaze drop on Dae.


It wasn’t hard to pretend to ogle her. She was… attractive.


For lack of a better word.


“Be coy, sister. Go up to him and put an arm around his neck. Lean in and say something flirtatious.”


He started picking up that same sharp, sting-like feeling from Sabine as Dae sauntered up to him, smiling like she was pleased over his smitten-ness. Slowly, she slipped an arm up around his neck and pressed herself against his chest.


“Something flirtatious,” she murmured, and he was grateful she didn’t actually say something flirtatious, because he was not in the mood to be flirted at.


“Move onto the dance floor now. Get near the Imperial woman, but not too near. Ezra, rest your hands on Dae’s hips.”


With a little sigh that hopefully people mistook for being lovestruck, he put his hands on Dae’s waist. Twi’leks had a higher body temperature than Humans, and he could feel the heat of her skin through the thin black cloth.


“I said hips, not waist. Make this warm, darlings.”


Dae tugged him onto the dance floor, amidst dozens of swirling couples, and Ezra ignored Derriphan’s drawl. He did not sign up for that.


There was a faint huff from someone on the earpiece, and Sabine spoke up.


“Can I set off the explosives yet?”


“No. The two of you, up the tension. Stare into each other’s eyes. No, stare at each other’s lips.”


Dae didn’t seem fazed by this at all, and Ezra wondered if she knew something he didn’t.


“Now, Dae—touch his hair.”


And she did.


She also sent a prodding poke of the Force towards him, trying to do something like a mind-trick. An illusion. She’d been getting skilled at those—so had he, actually, the Sisters' old holocrons had instructions on a lot of things like that—even if she could only hold them for a few seconds.


“Not funny,” he hissed, glancing around like anyone else could have seen, and the brief visage of Sabine in front of him blurred back into Dae.


“What, don’t you like that?” she purred, stroking his hair. “Isn’t it all your dreams come true?”


“Dae!”


She twirled away from him in time with the dance, warping up another make-believe image of Sabine in her place. Except this time, Dae didn’t bother to send a mirage over her outfit. He knew she’d done that on purpose.


Then she spun back around, nearly crashing into him. Her chest was pressed against his, and even though it wasn’t real, just the illusion of Sabine in that dress sent his heart rate skyrocketing.


Then she leaned in and kissed him.


Trust me, her presence broadcasted. Trust me, this is gonna work great!


So, Ezra grabbed her around the middle and kissed her back with a sloppy sort of enthusiasm. It was one of the most awkward things he’d ever done.


Why is it that Sabine is the one I like, but I always seem to end up kissing you?


Over the earpiece, he could hear Derriphan speak.


“Jealous girlfriend, take the stage.”


A glass shattered like it had been flung down onto the floor and some of the chatter around them hushed, but Dae didn’t let go, so he assumed the plan wasn’t done yet.


Then came Sabine’s voice—right next to them.


“Having fun, are we?”


Ezra didn’t have to fake his yelp of surprise, and Dae quickly disentangled herself from him.


“Ah! Hi! Um—”


He froze, not just pretending to be unsure what to say. He was lost.


“…what’s wrong?” he settled for, eventually.


“What’s wrong?” Sabine repeated, fists clenched at her sides. Her presence was burning with anger. “You’re going goggle-eyed over this… this… this tail-head in a skimpy dress, when you’ve barely said a full sentence to me all night! That’s what’s wrong!”


The green-eyed Imp turned to glance at the yelling woman, and Ezra caught on.


Ah. Dramatic couple breakup fight. I get it.


“If I recall correctly, you were the one who wandered off as soon as we came in here, so don’t go putting this on me. Besides, it’s not like I was the only one flirting; I saw you and that guy.”


“Hey, genius, he was flirting with me, and I punched him for it! You were kissing her!”


Dae slipped away into the crowd, radiating abashment.


“Look, why does it matter if I was kissing her?” Ezra demanded. “What else should I do, stand around all night like you?”


Sabine actually stomped her foot at him. “I wouldn’t be standing around if you’d asked me to dance!”


“Me? Ask you?” Ezra scoffed, running a hand through his hair and looking around like he was expecting everyone to see how ridiculous that was, as an excuse to check on the Imp. She was certainly watching with interest. Where did she get a bucket of pop-kernels? “Like you’d have said yes!”


“I would have!”


“No, you wouldn’t! You’d laugh and tell me not a chance, then leave and ignore me all night. Which you did anyway!”


Sabine’s shoulders slumped and she argued with a pleading tone in her voice that almost made him, a literal empath, believe her. “I’m your date! Of course I would have said yes! You didn’t have to go find someone else; I’ve been right here the whole time!”


“Right here?”


“Yeah.”


“The whole time?”


“Yeah!”


“In case you’ve forgotten—” Ezra stepped closer, pointing an accusing finger and finding the argument to be much easier to fake than he thought it would be. “You have not always been here. You went away! If you wanted to—to dance with me, you could have stayed. I wanted you to stay, I wanted to be with you! You’re the one who left!”


She yelled right back at him. “Well, maybe it was the leaving that made me realize how much I wanted to stay! Because I do want to stay! I want to be the girl you’re staring at and dancing with and… and kissing!”


The biting word came out before he could stop it. “Liar.”


“Oh, believe me. I wish. Do you know how tough it is to see you forgetting about me?” Sabine felt genuinely hurt. The sort of gut-twisting, painful, sick feeling.


Ezra was bewildered. Was this some part of the cover story he hadn't picked up on? “What are you talking about?”


“Do you think I didn't notice? With your inside jokes, and your little grins and how you blush whenever she whispers something to you, and you always spend time with her when you used to spend time with me, and—” She mimicked Dae's voice. “ ‘Remember what we talked about, Zazi!’ You didn't say anything, but I'm not blind! You said it yourself, didn't you? You wanted to be with me.”


He barely registered Derra's “Get your detonator ready, Sabi,” through the spinning in his head. At the front of the crowd, the green-eyed Imp was watching raptly. And Sabine?


Sabine was staring at the floor, shoulders hunched in, and her presence was broadcasting the unmistakable truth.


She meant every word of what she'd just said.


Ezra would have his crisis over this later. Right now…


Time to make a dramatic love confession in front of a huge audience, I guess.


“You're right,” Ezra said, and she actually flinched. “I haven't said anything to you. Which I probably should have, because apparently, you think Dae is my girlfriend.”


He could hear Daesha spit out her drink all the way across the room.


“She's not. In fact, ever since you came back—” He took a deep breath, then went over the point of no return. “—Ever since you came back, she has been constantly making fun of me for being so in love with you that I’m a wreck. That's why I get so… flustered! And tongue-tied, and why I can barely look you in the eye sometimes. It's because there's a ninety-percent chance that I'm trying to get rid of the doodle of you making out with me that Dae just passed to me under the table! And—”


He broke off, they stared at each other, and he knew what to do next.


Ezra swore once, loudly, like a man far past the point of exasperation. The layers and layers of fluttery stuff that her skirt was made of rippled in waves, flaring out as he caught her around the middle and pulled her close against him. Her soft cry of surprise was cut off; threading the fingers of his other hand through her hair, he angled his head, drew her in, and—as a certain purple fiend who was staring at them from across the room might put it—kissed her lights out.


She froze in shock for only a second, before clutching him against her, arms wrapped around his middle, clinging and pulling him closer than he could possibly get… and set off the detonator.


Oh. Fireworks. I get it.


It wasn't like he was great at thinking right now, but if he could think, he would think this was the kind of story Dae might make up. He could practically hear her voice: “And then, as the dessert table exploded and elegant delicacies went flying into the screaming crowd, he pulled her into a deep, passionate embrace, full of the longing he'd held inside for years, and she returned the fervent kiss…”


Maybe Dae should take up writing romance novels.


“Thank you, darlings,” Derra hummed, and he felt a pulling feeling that meant she was siphoning off his emotional high for a ‘power up,’ which usually was annoying but right now he couldn't care less.


And then all the lightbulbs in the room exploded, too.


Slowly, Sabine stepped away, drawing the moment out slow and sweet like they weren’t surrounded by screeching ladies and hollering men. He couldn’t see a blasted thing in the darkness, (well, not complete darkness, there were a couple things on fire,) but her presence glowed like a sun as they both gasped for air.


“Wow,” she breathed.


“Yeah.”


Her hand closed around Ezra’s necktie, and she gave it a little tug, pulling him closer again. It was more than enough encouragement; he leaned in eagerly, only for them both to startle as a bright light shone into the room. The screams went silent.


Derriphan might have burst the bulbs in here, but the hallway lights worked just fine, and the contact stood frozen in the doorway, mid-tiptoe.


Ezra knew the moment the Imperial woman recognized him, because even though she was out of sight, he heard her yell.


“YOU!”


Slowly, the contact turned around. Then he relaxed, blew her a kiss, and booked it down the hallway. The Imperial howled with fury and took off after him.


“He's such a flirt,” Sabine muttered as the doors shut and they were plunged into darkness again.


“I like him,” Derra put in. “He asked for my number.”


He… what? Derra's number?


When was that?


There was a sudden jolt of OH, NO from Sabine, and Ezra turned back to her, worried.


“What is it?”


She looked like she'd just been assigned to scrub the whole Ghost. “This… this is going to have to go in the mission report, isn't it? I'm going to have to write a mission report saying I kissed you. And everyone is going to read it.” She hid her face in his shoulder. “And I will die of embarrassment.”


“I can write the report for you,” Dae offered.


“No, thank you.” Sabine seemed appalled. “I've seen your mission reports. It's nothing but purple prose.”


“I've seen your romance novels,” the sassy Twi'lek replied. “I write better than they do.”


Derriphan had her own two cents to put in, it seemed. “Incidentally, Ezra, do you like reading? I'm sure Sabine would let you have some of her books that she didn't like. There's one called Touch The Stars that i think you might—”


“Oh, he already read that one,” Dae interrupted. “We had a book club for a while. I hope you don't mind, Sabine, we borrowed your holonovels!”


End Notes
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Summary


HAPPY SABEZRA WEEK AHHH!!!


For Sabezra Week 2022 November 15th prompt: More Than Friends


"Kriff it." He pushed himself off the ground and joined her. It felt satisfying, almost relieving to stand there next to her as they felt the cool rain on their faces and heard the soft sound of it  around them.


"This," Sabine said just above a whisper. "Is what feeling alive is like."


Ezra opened his eyes and turned to her. Gazing at her then, in that moment, made him feel alive, too. All of a sudden he couldn't suppress his words in any longer.


"Sabine I like you." He blurted out before almost slapping his hand over his mouth.


Notes


I am SO beyond excited to be a mod for this fantastic ship week ahh!! I am incredibly thankful for my fellow mods and we can't wait to see what more you all have in store!!


See the end of the work for more notes
They had barely gotten away this time. Troopers had charged from all directions and yet Ezra still managed to get them out of there. Sabine was forever thankful for his presence.


Now they were running through the pouring rain of the late night with no knowledge of where they were going.


It didn't matter. She had said. As long as they never catch us there.


After a mile or so they decided they were far enough and settled beneath a tree for at least some shelter.


"I'll comm Hera." He stated, Sabine smirked.


Ezra whipped out his comm and shortly after, he yelped and threw it.


"Kriffing thing shocked me!" He shouted, shuffling away I surprise.


Sabine began laughing. "Don't you know comms don't work when they're wet?"


He gave an honest shrug. "Apparently not."


She playfully shoved him and laughed some more. He grinned, her laugh was precious to him.


Once her laughing ceased she rested her back against the tree and folded her arms over her stomach. She sighed. "I guess we're stuck here for now until the rest find us."


They decided to talk while they waited. Talked about training, what they'd been up to, and even some gossip they'd heard around the base. After a while they came to a comfortable silence and the rain carried on the calm mood.


The sky was a dark cobalt that engulfed not only the stars, but the atmosphere around them as well, as if it was in the air they breathed.


Though the sky was absolutely stunning, Ezra knew full well what he found more beautiful.


He was suddenly snapped out of his thoughts when Sabine spoke.


"It's blue hour." She observed, looking out to the rain and the bright stars that were slowly fading to blue. Ezra secretly cursed them for disappearing, how dare they take the lovely sparkle from her eyes.


"I don't think I've ever seen a blue hour." He responded before he'd seem suspicious.


"Well I'm glad I could be here for your first one," she raised a knee up to her chest and rested her arms on it. "It's too beautiful to be seen alone."


"You really love blue huh?" He leaned against the tree on his elbow and smirked.


Sabine turned with a surprised, yet playful look. With a small shake of the head she resumed staring at the sky. "I love all colors. But..."


A few seconds passed before she spoke again. "Blue is special to me."


His teasing grin disappeared, leaving his raised brow. "Why?"


Her eyes met the ground before a small grin formed on her lips. "It reminds me of you."


Ezra had to do a double take at what she said. "...Really?" He asked in a soft voice, an attempt to conceal his inner excitement.


"Mhm." She hummed more timidly than she intended to.


"And thanks, by the way."


Though it only lasted for a second or two, what she said had completely thrown him off, leaving him confused at her question. "For what?"


She almost laughed. "Getting us out of there, remember?"


He faceplamed with a nervous smile. "Oh, yeah. It was nothing." When he looked up again she had left her spot next to him.


Looking forward he spotted her not too far, standing under the blue sky. "What are you doing out there?" He almost shouted over the white noise of the rain.


She looked over to him from where she stood and shrugged. "I mean we're already wet, why not?" With that her eyes closed and she titled her head upward.


"I-" He couldn't argue with that one. Not with the reasoning, but especially not the way she relaxed under the rain's soft touch, the way he just wanted to hold her under it and tell her everything he's ever kept secret.


"Kriff it." He pushed himself off the ground and joined her. It felt satisfying, almost relieving to stand there next to her as they felt the cool rain on their faces and heard the soft sound of it  around them.


"This," Sabine said just above a whisper. "Is what feeling alive is like."


Ezra opened his eyes and turned to her. Gazing at her then, in that moment, made him feel alive, too. All of a sudden he couldn't suppress his words in any longer.


"Sabine I like you." He blurted out before almost slapping his hand over his mouth.


Did he actually say that out loud? Ooohhh kriff. He couldn't breathe. Was he getting red? No no no no no-


"Oh."


The Mandalorian was too stunned to speak. Did he just- did he just say what she'd always secretly wanted to hear? Did he just make her most hidden of fantasies a reality? This was too good to be true... right?


It had to be, She thought. She didn't deserve this, she didn't deserve him. After the terrible weapons she'd made and horrible things she'd done, it was impossible.


But the thing was, when she was with him, or even just thinking of him, she didn't feel that way. She didn't have flashbacks, she didn't feel guilty and undeserving. She felt brave, appreciated, and valid. He lifted her up in ways many people in her life had failed to, and that was just it. Before Ezra, she had no one to support her, her passions, her life decisions. Yes, she had the rest of the crew but they weren't her age, and she was more hesitant to open up to them.


But when he came along, everything changed. Since then they'd been through so much together. They'd laughed together, cried together, been on countless missions together, and even almost died together. Sure, maybe she didn't need someone to have her back but maybe she wanted someone. And maybe, just maybe, she deserved someone.


So for him to be saying this right now meant the galaxy to her.


She saw him getting red and begin fidgeting "I-I mean if you don't that's fine- I'm so sorry, oh my stars-"


She placed a hand on his shoulder. "No," She said calmly. "It's okay."


He paused. "O-Oh."


She looked past his nervous expression to his lips and leaned in closer, which he let her, until there were only mere particles of air between them.


His breath hitched when she stopped.


"Can I just..." She whispered.


He was in the middle of quickly nodding when she pulled his face in and kissed him. Suddenly they were the only ones in the galaxy. The universe became desolate apart from them, the rain, and the cobalt sky it fell from. In that moment nothing else mattered, not the empire, not their pasts, just them.


When they parted Sabine grinned to herself before looking up at him. "I like you too, Ezra."


He was breathless. "Wow, okay."


She laughed at his nervousness for a moment before opening her mouth to say something when the blinding lights of the ghost shone upon them.


It was time to go.


Sabine took one last look at him before running into the ship. A few moments later, he followed. Into the ghost, and out of the friend zone.
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Sabine & Ezra & setting up Christmas lights
Chapter Notes


2021 prompt from @firefletch!


Pulling boxes out of the storage closet, Sabine held back a cough at the dust making her eyes water. “Found them,” she called to Ezra over her shoulder, emerging with a box with the words “lights” scrawled on the side in Kanan’s messy handwriting. “Why did Kanan put them so far back?”


Shrugging, Ezra took the box from her. “Hey, he just teaches me. I still don’t know half of what goes on in his head, and I’ve been around for two years now.”


“Longer, I think,” Sabine said as they headed into the lounge. Ezra set the box down, opening it to reveal long strings of lights. “Let’s hope these still work.”


“They’ll work,” Ezra said, pulling out a strand and plugging them into a wall outlet. They lit up in orange and pink, and he shot her his irrepressible grin. “See? Life Day has officially started!”


Sabezra & "Walking In A Winter Wonderland"
Chapter Notes


2021 prompt from @sassygirl579


Snow crunched underfoot, and Ezra took in a deep breath, enjoying the cold air stinging his lungs. The scent of pine filled the air— it reminded him of home, of winters on Lothal with his parents.


“What do you think of your second impression of Krownest?” Sabine asked from his side. She’d convinced him to come visit her family with her before they headed to Ryloth to celebrate Life Day with Kanan, Hera and the kids. 


Ezra looked around, taking in the sunlight— so rare this time of year— sparkling off the snow, a bird chirping from one of the pine trees nearby. Then he looked at Sabine, her golden-brown eyes locked on him, her bright purple hair standing out against the snow.


Giving her a soft smile, he said, “I love it.”


Her returning smile as she slipped her arm through his told Ezra that she knew exactly what he meant.


Sabine and Ezra (platonic) & "I'll Be Home For Christmas"
Chapter Notes


2021 prompt from @hecking-music-dork!


Sabine leaned against the railing of the comm tower, staring out at the plains below her. It had started snowing a few hours ago, and already the golden grass was covered in a thick layer of white.


She heard footsteps behind her, and glanced over her shoulder to see Hera approaching. The Twi’lek pilot had managed to get some time off to visit her, although Sabine suspected her time off might stretch a little longer. Hera was over six months pregnant, and while she still wasn’t done flying— to the irritation and concern of one over protective Jedi— Sabine had a feeling it wouldn’t be long before she was.


Settling against the railing next to her, Hera glanced at her. “You’ve been quiet all evening— is something wrong?” she asked quietly, studying her with concern in her eyes.


Sabine nodded, her gaze moving back out to the snowy plains. “Yeah, it’s just—” she paused, taking a quick breath to override the emotion tightening her throat. “I was hoping Ezra would be home by now. It’s almost Life Day, and—” She stopped, blinking hard.


She felt Hera’s hand rest on her shoulder gently. “I miss him, too,” she whispered, pulling the Mandalorian girl closer to her. “But we’ll get him back. I’m sure of it.”


Sabezra & "Blue Christmas"
Chapter Notes


2022 prompt for @sassygirl579!


Seeing Lothal covered in snow was a unique sight, even for Life Day. It was rare that so much of the planet was covered. But this year, the flakes were coming down hard and fast, and Capital City was full of the shouts of excited children as they raced around and pelted each other in snowballs.


It made Sabine smile— but it came with a sting, as so much did these days. She couldn’t help but wonder what Ezra would think of it all. Would he have liked the snow? She wondered as she headed down the street towards the market. She thought he probably would. Knowing him, it would only be a matter of time before he was slipping on the ice, or stealthily throwing snowballs at her or Kanan and trying to pretend like he hadn’t. 


She wondered what it would be like to spend a proper Life Day with him, to go on a walk in the frigid air. And maybe someday I will know, she thought. But not now. For now, Ezra was gone. And she was here, watching Life Day pass on her own.


Sabine and Ezra (platonic) & snowball fight
Chapter Notes


2022 prompt from @heckin-music-dork!
This concludes the 2022 prompts!!


Ezra heaved another shovelful of snow off the pathway up to the house and paused to catch his breath. Lifting his face up to the sky, he took a deep breath, breathing in the sharp scent of snow and wet pavement. It was the perfect winter evening— cold without being freezing, the sky clear and the stars bright.


Whoop!


Ezra’s eyes shot open as a snowball smacked him in the chest. He looked at Sabine, the only other person outside, and found her busy shoveling the end of the path.


Too busy, in fact. The snow coating her mittens and the smirk on her face made it obvious she was the culprit. Ezra thought for a minute, then grabbed his shovel and went back to work. He waited until she had her back turned, then scooped up a massive load of snow and dumped it over her head.


She let out an indignant howl of rage, and Ezra dropped his shovel and bolted for cover, laughing. “You’re gonna pay for that one!” Sabine shouted after him, and Ezra felt another snowball whistle past his ear.


“Bring it on!” he shouted back.
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Sabine brings Ezra home from the Unknown Regions with help from Ahsoka Tano, and the two come to terms with their relationship after their long-awaited reunion.


Sabine and Ahsoka
Chapter Summary


Sabine and Ahsoka spend some time together as they find themselves stuck on a snow planet during their search for Ezra.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
'Ezra!'


Her voice rang out in the wilderness, but was soon swallowed up by the storm. Sabine Wren wasn't usually one to lose hope quickly, but as harsh flecks of snow pelted her hood and armor, she was beginning to falter.


To her side, her companion, Ahsoka Tano looked equally low-spirited. It had been a few days since they've arrived on the planet Ordep, having plunged deep into the Unknown Regions as they searched for her long-lost companion, Ezra Bridger. Ahsoka had a good feeling about this place, yet all they found here was endless harsh landscapes and no signs of life. The storm had been raging for a few hours now, showing no indication of even slowing down. Judging from the weather, it's going to be even worse soon.


'Ezra!' Sabine cried out again, her voice hoarse.


Ahsoka put one hand on Sabine's shoulder. 'There's nothing we can do now. Let's find shelter. We'll continue our search tomorrow.'


Sabine scanned her surroundings. She had gotten nothing from her helmet's sensors. She'd taken it off to shout Ezra's name, and now her face felt numb from the cold.


'You said he's close by. We can still reach him.' Sabine struggled to say.


'We won't be able to do much in this weather,' Ahsoka told her. 'I can't sense him anywhere close, and if we don't move now, we're going to freeze soon.' She patted Sabine's shoulder gently. 'It's time to go.'


'No one can survive in this weather,' Sabine said miserably. 'He might be frozen in a ditch somewhere.'


'Or maybe he's warm and safe in a cave somewhere,' Ahsoka countered. 'Which is where we should go if we're going to survive. We can't find him if we're dead.'


Sabine took one last look at the storm. For months, she'd scoured the Unknown Regions with Ahsoka to bring her friend home. For years, she'd missed Ezra's company and the easy friendship they'd shared. A near decade of longing, despair and frustration weighed on her, and the knowledge that Ezra was almost within reach tempted her to ignore Ahsoka's warning and push on. But Ahsoka was right: they can't find Ezra if they freeze here.


'Alright,' Sabine said finally. 'Let's go.'


Putting her helmet back on, she followed Ahsoka as they retreated, her staff glowing faintly in the snow.


…


…


…


Sabine and Ahsoka sat around a fireplace in a cave, recovering from their time in the snow. Firelight cast ghostly shadows across the walls.


Ahsoka sat cross-legged and eyes-closed, her expression calm and serene, as one would be when under deep meditation. Her staff lay in front of her on the cave floor. Sabine sat on the other side of the fire, turning Ezra's lightsaber in her hands. She stared at it, examining the simple, practical design and running her hands over its features. Once she had felt heart-shattering grief as she held it, back when Ezra had first disappeared, and the saber was the only relic of her friend. Just looking at it had brought memories of bonding and adventure that it hurt like broken glass, leaving her in tears and lamenting the unfairness of the galaxy. Over time, the pain had lessened, and the saber only brought a brush of nostalgia, bringing a bittersweet smile to her lips.


Now, as Sabine's hands roamed gently over the weapon, she was once again reminded of her time with Ezra: his unshakable faith and devotion to her; his encouragement during training for the darksaber; him coming to her for aid after escaping Thrawn on Atollon, believing she could rally her clan to help; his selflessness when facing the Inquisitors on the abandoned Republic medical station; his thoughtfulness in letting her paint the TIE fighter he and Zeb had stolen; the understanding between them during moments of weakness and vulnerability; the easy comradeship during missions; and of course, the moment in the control room of the Imperial dome, when Sabine had covered Ezra's decision to do what he needed to do. She had looked in his eyes and understood how much he needed to go on this path alone, and she couldn't bring herself to stop him. She cared for him too much for that.


'I know I can always count on you,' Ezra had told her. This line, which had stayed with Sabine for so long, now echoed in her mind, filling her with a reckless urge to finish their search. They were getting so close…


'You're anxious,' Ahsoka said, eyes still closed.


Sabine looked up and sighed. 'I always forget you Force users can do that,' she mused.


Ahsoka waited a moment before replying. 'I know you're committed, but you have to be patient. Acting out of instinct can be dangerous, making us do things we might regret later.'


'I know, Ahsoka. It's just…we've been going on for a few months now, world after world. I've been let down and disappointed each time we didn't find anything, and now that you've sensed he's close by, I just wanted nothing more than to find him right now. I haven't seen him in almost ten years, Ahsoka. I don't want to waste any more time.'


She paused, contemplating what else to say. She was no longer the loner who pushed people away, nor the teenager who tried to run away from her past and hide her emotions. She was more comfortable in using her voice, expressing what she felt in a more mature way. Yet a near decade of separation with Ezra had left her with doubts that chewed at her heart: What if he's not the same anymore? What if the bond they've had is no longer there? Ezra had been away longer than they've been together. Would he even want to come back after all this time?


'Have you ever been in a situation where you're too late to change anything?' Sabine found herself asking.


Ahsoka opened her eyes. Sabine caught a brief flash of something in them: grief hidden away, a sense of regret that ran deep inside, and a layer of hurt so strong that Sabine guessed had torn her apart in the past.


Ahsoka took her time responding. 'Yes,' she said finally. 'I have. But what I've learned is that even if you blame yourself, it's hardly your fault when that happens. It's just not meant to be, or maybe it's not your role to change it. Things will work out eventually, just maybe not the way you'd expect. You have to learn to let go of all that brings you suffering.'


'Yeah, a Jedi must not form attachments. They have to let them pass out of their lives,' Sabine said miserably.


Ahsoka gave her a warm smile. 'The Jedi did have a reputation for being like that. But there are also many contradictions. A Jedi must not have attachments, yet they also have to be compassionate. They are supposed to be keepers of the peace, but when I was a Padawan, all I've been was a soldier. After I've left the Order, I've discovered that while many people have lost faith in the Jedi, they still believed in what the Jedi represent. Values like compassion, selflessness, faith, commitment and discipline: that is what makes a Jedi, not just being part of an order. So yes, while a Jedi should not allow their attachments to influence their actions, and to make selfish or impulsive decisions because of them, a Jedi's greatest strength also comes from their connection to people, or a place.' She paused, then added, 'That's what Kanan had done, you know.'


'And Ezra,' Sabine said, remembering how much her companion had cared for his home planet, masterminding the whole plan to free Lothal from the Empire in those final days they were together. He had gained a new level of focus, as if he already knew in advance what would happen.


'Yes,' Ahsoka replied. Studying her carefully, she asked, 'Have you ever regretted letting him go?'


Sabine looked down. 'In my weaker moments, sure,' she admitted. 'But time and again I've realized that I'd made the right choice. I saw the look he gave me before he left. It was…it was what he was meant to do, for everyone. I can't be the person who stops him from doing what he thinks is right. I think I'd regret it more if I had stopped him.'


'Good,' Ahsoka said gently. 'Then it seems there shouldn't be a problem. And even if things turn out different, and Ezra is not what you hoped to be, your time together before was real. Keep reminding him of that, and let him know how much you value him. No matter what happens next, you'll know you've done the best you could. That's what any of us can do.'


Sabine sighed, feeling neither encouraged nor disheartened, but her previous anxiety was gone now.


'Alright. Thank you, Ahsoka.'


Ahsoka closed her eyes again. Taking a deep breath, she said, 'Now get some rest, Sabine. We have a long day ahead of us.'


Sabine took one more look at Ezra's lightsaber. Soon, Ezra, she thought. Then she put the weapon back in her pack and curled on the floor, listening to the crackling fire and howling winds as she fell into uneasy sleep.
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Light snow fell on the cave entrance as Sabine went to check outside. It was early morning, and with the storm gone, the rugged beauty of the icy landscape appeared to her in its full grandeur. Even though she had been raised on a snow planet and had grown accustomed to watching snow, there was another kind of wildness to this place that left Sabine in awe: more primal and unpredictable, yet strangely beautiful. The air was pure and refreshing, and as Sabine breathed it in, fresh energy spread across her limbs.


‘I sense movement in the Force,’ Ahsoka said, appearing next to her. ‘We should go.’


Donning their winter gear, the two set off towards a line of icy mountains.


…


…


…


The cold wasn’t as harsh as before, and there was a stillness in the air that Sabine found calming. Along the way, Ahsoka and Sabine made small talk and traded stories. Ahsoka told her of her adventures during the Clone Wars; Sabine told her of their missions with the crew of the Ghost. Sabine learned that Ahsoka had gotten involved with a boy called Lux Bonteri in a side adventure on a snow planet much like this one; and Ahsoka learned about Sabine’s fellow bounty hunting partner Ketsu. Sabine knew that Ahsoka had posed as a servant on Zygerria to find out about the missing population of a Togruta colony; and Ahsoka knew that Lando Calrissian had tried to sell Hera Syndulla to a crime lord called Azmorigan. Sabine also learned much about Ahsoka’s involvement with Mandalore: teaching cadets about political awareness, and rooting out the corrupt prime minister Almec; her participation in the Siege of Mandalore, where she had captured Maul in the midst of an intense battle outside the palace of Sundari; meeting a lone Mandalorian hunter on Corvus on his way to find a Jedi to train a Force-sensitive child…


Sabine enjoyed being with Ahsoka. Behind the calming presence and aura of wisdom, there was much that they both shared. They both have the same brashness and reckless attitude in their youth, a desire to prove themselves. They were both loners in different periods of time, having ran away from their respective homes. They both share a snarky sense of humor, as well as a feeling of hidden melancholy from the harsh realities that their lives had led. Sabine was glad to have Ahsoka beside her in the search.


As they forged into the woods leading into the mountains, the two treaded more carefully now. ‘We’re close to something,’ Ahsoka announced. ‘I’m not sure what, but be on guard.’


Sabine nodded, then followed Ahsoka deeper into the forest.


It wasn’t long before they found a modest village right at the foot of the mountains. Huts scattered loosely around the area, and short humanoid figures in grey skin bustled around the clearing.


Ahsoka crouched behind a fallen tree. ‘Let’s stay here for the moment. I sense something is about to happen,’ she said.


Sabine looked into the distance. At first there was nothing. Then she heard it: howls piercing the air, their tone full of savage hunger. The villagers froze, then started retreating back into their huts, seeking shelter. Some brought out spears, forming a line in front of the village.


The first of the attackers emerged from the opposite side of the forest: tall grey-skinned humanoids in hideous-looking masks riding on vicious creatures with sharp claws. The creatures looked like large anoobas, their eyes glowing blue with malice. Wave after wave poured out from the woods and started wrecking havoc. They carried spiked clubs and other wicked-looking devices. The defenders are putting up a brave fight, but were hopelessly outmatched in numbers and weapons. Villagers fell. Huts collapsed.


Sabine’s blood boiled looking at the carnage. ‘We’re just going to sit here and do nothing?’ She demanded incredulously.


Ahsoka put one hand up. ‘Wait,’ she said, closing her eyes and concentrating.


‘What?’ Sabine asked urgently. ‘What is it?’


Ahsoka opened her eyes. ‘I think someone else will do it for us,’ she said, smiling slightly.


Then, Sabine heard another howl coming from the woods: more high-pitched and not malicious, as if rallying others. More howls answered from the surroundings, and from the forest came a pack of wolves. They circled the attackers and sprang at them, momentarily halting their attack.


‘It’s the hermit!’ shouted some of the attackers.


‘The hermit?’ Sabine thought.


‘There! Look!’ Ahsoka pointed towards one of the paths leading away from the village towards the mountains. There, on top of a wolf larger than the others, sat a hooded figure. He stretched out an arm, and more wolves poured out of the woods, preventing the attackers from ransacking the village.


Sabine’s vision tunneled. Calling on animals for help used to be Ezra’s signature move. She’d seen him rally loth-wolves, loth-cats, purrgil and more to his cause. She zoomed in through her binoculars built in her helmet, and underneath the figure’s cloak, she caught a whiff of orange.


Orange: Ezra’s preferred color of clothing. Sabine’s heart leaped. Even with his face concealed, she knew instinctively that the hooded figure could be none other than Ezra Bridger.


She was ready to just charge over to him when suddenly the large wolf let out another long howl. The remaining wolves retreated back into the woods, followed by a large group of the attackers, enraged by the sudden intervention. Ezra’s wolf also bolted as the last of the pack disappeared into the mountains. With most of the attackers gone off to chase Ezra, only a few were left behind. Yet they still continued their raid on the village, smashing and stealing anything they found.


Ahsoka stood. ‘Go after him. I’ll stay here and protect the village.’


Sabine nodded. Then, activating her jetpack, she shot through the air, following the trail of wolves into the mountains.


…


…


…


With the wolves on his tail, Ezra led the raiders deeper and deeper into the mountains.


He could feel their collective anger behind, rapidly closing in. The wolves that Ezra commanded were quick and smart, but unlike the loth-wolves back home, these were smaller and wilier, and not as deeply connected to the Force. They picked their fights carefully, only hunting in great numbers or preying on lesser creatures. Their ancestral feud with the raiders’ creatures was how Ezra had managed to rally them to his use, but now that they were on the run, the wolves were starting to get overwhelmed. A connection through the Force works best when the wielder appeals to the creature’s natural instincts, and Ezra knew he cannot maintain it for long if he was asking the wolves to act against their nature.


‘Flee,’ Ezra spoke to them through the Force, and the wolves went off in all directions, dispersing into the woods. Now just alone with the large alpha he was riding, he directed it straight towards his destination. He knew a spot in the mountains where he could use to make a stand.


‘Almost there,’ Ezra told the alpha. ‘Just a little further.’


The wolf curled its lip and huffed, then picked up his pace, speeding up the winding path.


There in front of them, was a narrow strait where two steep mountains met. Ezra dismounted, and after thanking the wolf, he sent it bounding away back into the forest. Then he threw back his hood, and waited calmly as they arrived.


The creatures snarled as they stopped in front of Ezra. The raiders fanned out, blocking the narrow path. He counted around sixteen of them, all scowling behind their masks.


The leader of the bunch rode forward. ‘This is the third time you’ve interfered with our conquests,’ he said harshly. ‘What is it that we have done to provoke someone like you?’


‘Your conquests have brought destruction and chaos across the planet. Many have suffered under your reign.’ Ezra announced. ‘I’ve seen the barbaric attacks your people have made. You’ve killed and robbed indiscriminately, destroyed forests and endangered the balance of this world. I’m here to stop you.’


The leader laughed. ‘We’ve been living in these mountains for hundreds of years, and we’ve emerged as the strongest and the best. No one has ever stopped us from staking our claim to this land. You are interfering with spoils that are rightfully ours. Now leave this place, or be destroyed.’


‘Your actions will unite the entire planet against you,’ Ezra replied. ‘It’s just a matter of time before you spark a chain of revolts. I’ve seen it happen before.’


‘The others fear us,’ the leader countered. ‘They would never dare oppose our rule, and those who do will be dealt with, which is what will happen to you if you don’t step aside. Now.’


‘I’ve handled worse than you,’ Ezra said calmly. ‘I will act if you choose to resolve this through violence.’


‘What will you do?’ he mocked. ‘You are alone. You can’t defeat us all.’


‘He’s not alone,’ a new voice behind them spoke.


Ezra froze. That voice, which he remembered so vividly and had haunted his memories for the past decade, could only belong to one person.


The raiders parted to reveal a slender figure in colorful Mandalorian armor standing behind them. Ezra registered the different shades of black, silver, blue and purple on her armor, as well as the intricate patterns flowing seamlessly from one design to the next. Throughout the years, Sabine’s art style has managed to be even more stunning and mesmerizing. Ezra found himself unable to move or speak. After all this time, being apart for so long, she’d found her way to him.


The leader snarled. ‘Two,’ he said in disdain. ‘You’re still outnumbered.’


Ezra tore his eyes away from Sabine to face him. ‘Last chance. You would be doing your men a favor if you step down.’


The leader responded by raising his club. He yelled, ‘Get them!’ Then, he charged straight towards Ezra.


Just as he was about to reach him, Ezra leapt into the air. The creature barreled past him and wedged itself between the strait. As it struggled to break free, Ezra twisted his body in midair and launched himself at the leader, kicking him off his ride.


Sabine, meanwhile, was holding her own against the others. She had shot some of the creatures as they charged at her, causing the raiders to take a spill. Some now circled her, trying to get her with their weapons, but Sabine activated one of her smoke grenades and dropped it by her feet, then jetpacked up into the air. Snow and smoke flew everywhere as the device exploded. During the chaos, Sabine took the opportunity to wound her opponents by shooting them in their arms or legs.


To Ezra’s back, the beast shook itself free and stalked towards him, teeth baring. With a growl, it leapt at him. Ezra sidestepped and used the Force to push him into the path of the remaining raiders. They collapsed face first into the snow.


Suddenly, he felt a warning from the Force. He ducked, and a club passed over his head, narrowly missing him. Ezra turned to see the lead raider swinging at him. He sidestepped again as he made another swipe, knowing he cannot risk even one hit. The leader came at him in the speed of a tornado, but nothing hit Ezra. He backed away slowly, redirecting his strikes to the surroundings with subtle nudges in the Force, and at the same time analyzing his fighting style and tried to look for any weaknesses.


Then, he found it. As he swung at him again from above, Ezra ducked and shifted to one side, and with a sweep of his legs and another elbow to the back, he sent the leader tumbling to the ground. The other raiders yelled in fury and charged at him, weapons drawn. Ezra weaved between them, looking for an opening to jump away.


Just as he was starting to worry one of them would land a hit, he heard Sabine shout his name. He glanced at her direction, and he found her holding his lightsaber in her hand. With a quick thrust, she threw the weapon towards him.


Ezra suddenly had a moment of déjà vu as his lightsaber flew towards him - he had done the same with Sabine years ago, when he had thrown her his weapon during a battle with Gar Saxon’s Imperial Mandalorians at the Clan Wren stronghold on Krownest. Only now their roles were reversed. Ezra caught the saber, and its familiar green blade sprang to life as he ignited it, humming with energy. Within seconds, the raiders’ weapons were no more. Ezra moved in a blur, injuring his attackers and leaving them sprawling on the ground.


Ezra looked around him. All the raiders have been defeated, and are now struggling to rise. He felt relieved that his saber technique was still intact. It might take him a while to get back in shape, but Kanan’s advice and the muscle memory from his training still remained even after so long.


‘Leave. Now,’ he told them.


The leader shot him one last hateful look. Then, with difficulty, he rose and started limping back the way they came. The others followed, and soon Ezra and Sabine were alone.


Ezra watched them leave. Then, deactivating his lightsaber, he turned to face Sabine. She did the same, and took off her helmet.


He was momentarily taken aback by her look. She had cut her hair short, so it resembles Ezra’s own haircut back when he was still with the Ghost crew. Her hair was a lighter shade of purple than when they had parted. Her features were still the same, although more mature and sure of herself. He took it all in: how her hair complimented the colors of her armor, the numerous shapes she had painted on it, from the vibrant Phoenix symbol to the purgill on her left shoulder, how powerful and confident she looked.


‘Beautiful, all of it,’ Ezra thought.


For a moment, they just stared at each other, drinking in the fact that they were together again. Ezra wondered if he was dreaming. Sabine’s eyes were searching, as if trying to find something in his face. Her expression was full of deep care.


It was Ezra who finally spoke first. ‘You’ve changed your hair again,’ he marveled.


A thin smile appeared on her face. ‘So have you…’ she said tentatively.


Feeling awkward, Ezra smiled uneasily, rubbing the back of his neck. The tension between them was thick in the air. Neither of them were good at casual conversation, and they haven’t spoken in nearly a decade. Over the years, his hair had grown longer and shaggier, even more so than during the time when he was a street rat on Lothal. He also had a fully grown beard covering most of his face. Being in harsh environments in the Unknown Regions, his appearance had weathered, giving him a wild look. Out here, he was known as a hermit, hanging around with wildlife and occasionally helping locals fending off aggressors.


‘Yeah…guess I haven’t put a lot of effort on appearances these days,’ Ezra mused.


‘I can tell…’


Another moment of uncomfortable silence passed between them. Even though Ezra had prepared for this day to come, and mulled over what to say upon meeting Sabine again, they had all evaporated from his brain. His mind raced with memories of the past, and of what Sabine had meant to him during his long exile. Sometimes his trust in her became the only motivator during the years, allowing him to carry on through the hardships he faced. But days turned into months, and months turned into years, and there had been moments when Ezra had doubted her, doubted himself, wondering if he is even worth it for her to come and find him.


All of this went through Ezra’s mind as he struggled to find something to say.


‘So…’ Sabine started. ‘What do you think?’


‘About what, Sabine?’


‘About the look, Ezra.’ She spread her arms.


‘Oh, uh…’ Ezra stuttered. ‘It’s great. I mean, I guess I shouldn’t be surprised about you changing the hair or the armor, but um…you look better than ever…not that you didn’t look good before…’


Sabine chuckled, shaking her head. ‘You haven’t changed a bit, have you, Ezra?’ She teased, but her voice came out a little shaky.


‘Well…I guess not. Being around you again after so long…I guess I just couldn’t…’


He never finished his sentence. In an instant, Sabine had surged forward and launched both of her fists at his stomach, then before he could fall over, she enveloped him in a tight embrace. Ezra, though barely able to stand straight through the pain, clung to her tightly and blinked back tears.


‘That hurt, Sabine,’ Ezra chided softly.


‘You deserve it,’ Sabine replied into his shoulder, voice cracking with emotion.


For long, the two embraced quietly, neither wanting the moment to end. Ezra closed his eyes and breathed in her scent, convincing himself this is really happening.


Far too soon, they separated, though they still held each other in arm’s length. Their eyes were both misty, and content smiles were spread across their faces.


‘What were you about to say earlier?’ Sabine asked, still smiling.


‘Oh…I was just saying, I guess I just couldn’t help but behave like I used to be around you,’ Ezra said. ‘Seeing you now, even after so long…it’s as if nothing has changed.’


Sabine’s smile widened. ‘It’s good to know some things remained the same.’


‘What can I say? I knew I can always count on you,’ Ezra replied, echoing the words he had told her all those years ago.


A warm feeling spread through Sabine, sending goosebumps all over her body. She felt the truth of those words – the trust, the loyalty and the understanding behind them. The Ezra-shaped hole in her heart, which she had felt in varying degrees over the past decade, was finally closing. She felt as if she had reclaimed an important part of herself.


For a moment, they just gazed at each other. Their eyes told each other of the heartache during their separation, how much it means to be together again, how deep their bond had become and more. It wasn’t long before they settled in another warm embrace. Unlike the first one, this one was slow and soothing, simply allowing them to take in each other’s presence.


After the hug ended, Sabine took Ezra’s face in her palm, gently cupping his cheek. Ezra nestled against it, reveling in the sensation her touch was giving him.


‘You almost look like your father now, with that on your face,’ she mused, running her fingers along his beard.


‘Yeah, I’m pretty sure my dad never lived like a caveman,’ Ezra laughed.


‘I did say almost, Ezra. Hmm,’ Sabine examined his face for another few seconds. ‘Not the best look on you, but with some improvements, I guess it could work. After all, I know plenty on hair management.’ She winked.


‘I’m sure you do,’ Ezra said, shaking his head.


‘So,’ Sabine smiled. ‘Ready to come home?’


Ezra again wondered if he was imagining things. It seemed surreal that it was happening now after so long in exile. He lost count the number of times he had seen his home planet Lothal in dreams, or how it would feel to be back home at last. He longed for the sight of the endless grass plains, and the sound of loth-cats in the wilderness. But first, he owed the villagers below some kind of explanation.


‘Sure,’ he replied. ‘But first, there’s something else I need to do.’
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Ahsoka had taken care of the remaining raiders. Weapons scattered across the snow in front of the village. Those who retreated were now staggering away into the woods. The villagers were looking at the white-cloaked Togruta in awe as she stood guard watching the raiders leave. She held an ignited lightsaber in one hand and her staff in the other. Her expression softened as she watched Ezra and Sabine approach.


‘Ahsoka!’ Ezra greeted her. ‘It’s been a while.’


She smiled, deactivating her lightsaber. ‘It wasn’t easy tracking you down, but I’m glad you’re all in one piece.’ She put a hand on his shoulder. Then, she added, ‘Sabine was especially.’


Ezra chuckled. Then, he said, ‘Thank you, both of you, for coming all the way out here. I know how difficult it is to travel across this part of the galaxy.’


‘Hey, I did say I’ll come find you,’ Ahsoka replied.


Ezra nodded again in thanks, remembering Ahsoka’s parting words in the mysterious world inside the Lothal Jedi temple before disappearing back to Malachor.


‘I see you got yourself an upgrade,’ Ezra noted, looking at her white staff and cloak.


‘Just something I picked up from my travels,’ Ahsoka said modestly.


‘You should have seen her in action,’ Sabine chimed in. ‘She was quite intimidating.’


‘So were you, as I recall,’ Ahsoka returned. ‘But we can tell Ezra all about that later.’ Turning to him, she said, ‘I believe there’s something you wanted to do first?’


‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘I wanted to address them before I leave, to say a few parting words. It probably won’t take too long.’


It didn’t. Sabine and Ahsoka watched as Ezra said farewell to them. Some kids went up to give him parting gifts of wooden figurines or tokens. Finally one of the elders came over with Ezra and bowed towards the two. They both returned the gesture.


‘On behalf of our village, we thank you for rescuing us from those thieves. We are forever in your debt,’ the elder said gratefully.


‘No problem,’ Ahsoka replied. ‘It is our duty to help those in need.’


‘And you need not worry too much about them,’ Ezra said. ‘We’ve wounded a lot of their best fighters. They won’t be able to hurt you in a long time. And you have a lot more weapons now. If your warriors keep up their preparation, you’ll be able to handle more raids like this. They are cruel and vicious, but they also respect strength. If they cannot conquer you, they’ll back down.’


The elder thanked them again, then returned to help the others with the recovery. Ezra, Sabine and Ahsoka lingered for another moment, then started the long walk back to their shuttle.


…


…


…


During the way to the ship, the three slowly filled each other in about their adventures of the past few years. Ezra heard about the two Death Stars, the decisive battles of Yavin, Hoth, Endor and Jakku, as well as the heroics of Wedge Antilles, Princess Leia, Han Solo and Mon Mothma. He also learned of Luke Skywalker – his role in defeating Darth Vader and the Emperor as well as his new Jedi academy. Ezra told them about his travels with Thrawn, encounters with the Grysk, of worlds deep in unknown space and creatures beyond their imagination, and of his exile after Thrawn decided to get involved with the Imperial remnant. He spoke about connecting to wildlife, trying to maintain balance for the worlds he visited, being protector of natives threatened by other tribes and surviving in harsh environments. Sabine and Ahsoka also regaled him with their adventures during the search.


Many stories were exchanged. There were laughs, tears and moments of silence, as they remember those who have fallen or when speaking about heavy events such as the Mandalorian Purge or Operation Cinder. Sabine and Ezra also reminisced about their time on the Ghost, reminding each other of the fun they’ve had and the bonding they’ve shared. Ezra enjoyed each moment with Sabine. They were honest, intimate and it felt right just being at her side. Ezra couldn’t help but wish for something more for them. He thought about his childish crush all those years ago. It had blossomed into an unbreakable friendship built on trust and understanding, but deep inside, he still harbored feelings for her. Every moment with Sabine reminded him of that.


Meanwhile, he also had some sparring sessions with Ahsoka in order to get back in shape for lightsaber combat. While he had dispatched the raiders with relative ease, he found it difficult to keep up with Ahsoka. After all, she was an experienced duelist, having faced many prominent lightsaber wielders such as Darth Vader, Maul, Grievous, Asajj Ventress and more, while Ezra had only fought Inquisitors in his youth, plus narrow escapes from Darth Vader on Lothal and Malachor. Ahsoka was a rigorous teacher, often pushing Ezra to act quickly or think outside of the box. He remembered an early lesson with her, when Ezra was still with the crew of the Ghost. Ahsoka had taken the kyber crystal from his lightsaber, and he had to find a way to retrieve it while she attacked him. Ahsoka still taught with the same challenging methods and easy personality, but her movements now are more precise, deliberate, and not as energetic, a product of her growing age.


…


…


…


‘There,’ Sabine said, putting away her scissors. ‘See for yourself.’


Ezra looked in the mirror and marveled at his new look. His hair was trimmed neatly, a bit longer than when he had first disappeared with the purgill on Lothal, but it was nonetheless good-looking and tidy. His beard was also significantly reduced, so he could see his face more clearly but still having enough hair to look manly and distinguished. He looked like his father Ephraim more than ever: the tanned skin, immaculate beard and gentle eyes.


They were currently in the common area of Ahsoka’s Jedi shuttle, travelling in lightspeed. Ahsoka had estimated it would take a week or so to navigate back towards known space. Sabine had brought with her some hair accessories for the journey, so it is here that she convinced Ezra to let her cut his hair.


Ezra turned his face in front of the mirror, admiring Sabine’s handiwork.


‘Wow,’ he said finally.


‘I take it you approve?’ Sabine asked playfully, looking a little smug.


‘Yeah,’ Ezra said, a little amazed. ‘Looks great. Thank you, Sabine.’


‘Well, I can’t take all the credit,’ she said, smiling sweetly. ‘After all, you do have a nice complexion. It wasn’t hard to work on it.’


Ezra blushed slightly at her compliment. He found himself wondering whether Sabine had given him praises like this in the past. He hardly remembered any instance when she had paid so much attention to his looks. It felt good, being cared for like this. It made his heart leap and wonder if it is an indication of something else.


He was struggling to come up with a reply when Sabine interrupted his thoughts. ‘Besides, I’ve been painting you and the rest of the family for years,’ she continued. ‘I know better than anyone how to make you look more presentable. I can’t let you walk around looking like a desert rat as you introduce yourself to the others.’


Ezra put down the mirror and raised his hands. ‘No complaints here. You know, I might have to let you do this from now on.’


She chuckled. ‘Yeah, don’t get too used to it. Now, you better go take a shower while I clean up the mess you’ve made,’ she replied, glancing at all the loose hair on the floor.


He took the shower as instructed, and afterwards as the three of them gathered and had another engaging conversation, Ezra felt that his life was once again back on track.


…


…


…


Ezra was meditating one day when Sabine came to get him.


‘Come out to the cockpit,’ she said, excited. ‘We have a surprise for you.’


Ezra followed after her, intrigued. Ahsoka was in the pilot’s chair. She smiled as he came in, her expression slightly amused. Ezra looked around him, trying to find anything out of the ordinary. Sabine and Ahsoka just smiled at each other, neither giving any hints as to what the surprise might be.


‘Alright,’ Ezra said finally. ‘What are you two up to?’


‘You’ll see in a minute,’ Ahsoka replied.


A few moments later, a device started beeping, indicating another ship was approaching. Sabine’s smile widened. Ezra’s mouth fell open on its own as a familiar ship jumped out of hyperspace.


It was the Ghost. The ship that had been his home for five years was now sailing towards them, lining up and preparing to dock with their shuttle. After all these years, the Ghost still looked as impressive as ever.


‘We’ve just entered known space a couple of minutes ago,’ Ahsoka explained. ‘They’ve agreed to welcome us as soon as we arrive.’


Ezra was speechless. He didn’t think he would be seeing his family so soon, yet here they were. He barely registered the sound of the two ships connecting, and the confirmation beep from the controls, telling them it’s safe to head over.


‘Come on, Ezra,’ Sabine said, getting up. ‘They’ve been waiting to see you.’


In a daze, Ezra followed them to the Ghost. The layout was just as he had remembered, yet he found himself shaking slightly as he beheld everything: the common area, the pantry, the hallway to the bedrooms…He was just about to ask where everybody is when suddenly the door to the cockpit opened. Standing in front, arms crossed and her expression cold, was Hera.


‘Hera!’ Ezra broke into a grin. ‘It’s good to see you!’


‘I’m sure you are,’ she answered crossly.


Ezra’s grin faded. Bewildered, he looked and saw Sabine and Ahsoka already backed away from him. Hera uncrossed her arms and stalked towards him, a furious expression on her face.


Taking a few steps back, Ezra stuttered. ‘What…what do you mean, Hera?’


‘What do I mean? I gave you a direct order and you disobeyed me!’


Ezra was confused. He racked his brain, thinking about what he might have done to cause her sudden anger. Then it came to him: the day when he disappeared with the purgill on Lothal. Hera had called Ezra via comlink, and had told him, ‘Ezra, get out of there right now! That’s an order!’ And he had replied, ‘Hera, I have to see this through to the end.’


Ezra laughed nervously. ‘Hera, look,’ he began. ‘You can’t be serious…’


Suddenly someone shoved him from behind. Ezra turned to see Zeb towering over him.


‘Zeb!’ He started, but noting the glowering expression he wore, his next words died in his throat.


Zeb raised his fist, and Ezra, panicking, ducked underneath as he threw his punch.


‘Zeb! Wait…’ he tried to say. Zeb growled and tried to hit him again. Ezra fled, sliding down the ladder from the cockpit to the cargo area. Hera stood expressionless as she watched him go.


A mechanical whirr came from below as Ezra descended down the ladder. Chopper, arms outstretched, came in for an attack. Ezra dodged, and the two weaved around in a dangerous dance as he tried to avoid Chopper’s spark projector.


‘Chopper! Hey! Let me explain…’


The game ended when Zeb came behind Ezra and wrestled him to the floor. Chopper gave Ezra a brief shock, and Zeb pinned Ezra on the floor as he curled into a ball protecting himself from the big guy’s fists.


‘Alright,’ Sabine’s voice sounded to the side. ‘I think that should be enough. Let him up, Zeb.’


Zeb grabbed Ezra’s shoulders and hauled him up from the floor. For a moment, Ezra just stood there panting, recovering from the beating he’d gotten. As he looked at his surrogate family: Zeb stone-faced, Hera’s stern look, Sabine’s amused expression, Ezra started smiling. Then, he burst into laughter. After a while, the others also gave up their half-hearted anger, and soon they were all hysterically laughing. Zeb wrapped Ezra in a tight embrace, followed soon by Hera. A moment later they were all locked up in a group hug. Even Chopper joined in, bumping around their legs, tugging on their clothes with his mechanical arms.


As the hug ended, Ezra still couldn’t contain his happiness. He felt complete, being among them once again.


‘Sorry kid,’ Zeb said with a huge grin. ‘We’ve decided to punish you a bit for the emotional pain you’ve put us through for the last ten years. Didn’t think you’d leave us like that.’


‘Guys,’ Ezra tried to say. ‘I’m sorry. I never should have left like that, I know. Believe me. But…’


‘But, because of you, Lothal is safe.’ Hera interrupted. ‘You did what none of us could. We never blamed you, Ezra. We were just messing with you earlier.’


‘Yeah,’ Zeb agreed. ‘Lothal wouldn’t be the same without you.’ Chopper grunted in agreement.


‘It’s good to have you back,’ Hera said, putting a hand on Ezra’s shoulder. Then, turning to Sabine, she said, ‘A job well done, spectre 5.’ Sabine nodded in thanks.


Hera looked up at Ahsoka, who was watching their reunion at the porch above. ‘You too, Ahsoka,’ she said. ‘Thanks for bringing him back.’


‘No problem, Hera,’ Ahsoka returned.


‘Mommy!’ A child’s voice called out.


From the ladder came a young boy around ten years old. He had green hair and wore a brown jacket painted with vibrant designs on his left sleeve. He scurried down and looked at everyone with a curious look.


‘What’s going on?’ He asked, wide-eyed. ‘What’s all this noise about?’


‘You aunt Sabine is back,’ Hera told him. ‘Say hello, Jacen.’


He smiled slightly. ‘Hey, aunt Sabine.’


‘Hey there, little guy.’ Sabine waved.


Putting a hand on Ezra, Hera said, ‘Jacen, this is spectre 6, your uncle Ezra. Sabine’s just brought him back from the Unknown Regions. Ezra, this is my son, spectre 7, Jacen Syndulla.’


Ezra and Jacen stared at each other. He looked at Hera, noticing her smiling at him wistfully.


‘Uh,hi…’ Ezra began, wondering how Hera had managed to end up with a child, then it dawned on him. Through the Force, he could feel the presence of his mentor, Kanan Jarrus, in this kid. And those shining blue eyes: he had last seen them on top of the Imperial fuel depot as wave after wave of fire swirled in the air, ready to consume them all. Kanan’s eyes had shone with the same confidence he now saw in this boy. He looked again at Hera, and she nodded in confirmation.


‘Hi,’ the boy half waved, obviously a little shy.


For a moment, nobody spoke. Then Jacen said, ‘I’ve heard a lot about you. You talk to animals and fight Inquisitors with my dad. You crashed the Phantom and fought with Uncle Zeb and Chopper a lot.’


Ezra chuckled. ‘Seems like they’ve been telling you quite a bit,’ he said, looking at the other playfully.


‘You look different though,’ Jacen noted. ‘Aunt Sabine always painted you with shorter hair, and you don’t have a beard.’ He studied his face, then blurted out, ‘She misses you a lot. Why didn’t you come back sooner?’


Ezra looked down. Sabine started to say, ‘Jacen…’


‘It’s okay, Sabine,’ he said. ‘I was preoccupied, then I got lost. If I could return sooner, I would. Believe me. I’ve missed everyone too.’


Jacen eyed him for a moment. After a while, he said, ‘Okay. I guess that makes sense. But still, in your message, you said you couldn’t wait to come home, so I thought…’


‘Alright, Jacen,’ Hera stepped forward. ‘Let’s go prep the Ghost for lightspeed. We’ll catch up with Uncle Ezra later. I’ll let you pull the switch.’


‘Yay!’ The boy pumped his fists. Then, he and Hera disappeared up the ladder. Hera gave Ezra another reassuring smile before leaving.


The crew said farewell to Ahsoka, who went back to her shuttle, and wherever her travels would bring her. Sabine and Ezra both shook her hand and gave their thanks once again. Ahsoka promised to reach out if any Jedi business comes up. Then they watched as her ship detach from the Ghost and jump to lightspeed.


‘So, where do we go now?’ Ezra asked as he entered the cockpit.


‘To Lothal,’ Hera said gently, punching in the coordinates. ‘Your home.’


‘You earned it, kid,’ Zeb said, patting him in the shoulder.


‘Jacen, do the honors,’ Hera announced.


In a daze, Ezra watched as Jacen squealed in excitement and pulled the lever, and the Ghost entered hyperspace.


Chapter End Notes


Now that the search is over, Sabine and Ezra's relationship will take center stage for the rest of the story. This chapter nudges them a bit further along the way to the final step, which is for them to finally admit their feelings and get together. Writing for them is always a great pleasure, especially imagining them as adults and how their dynamic evolved over years of being apart from each other.


And yes, I went for a 3 Idiots style reunion for Ezra and the Ghost crew. I figured it would be in character for them to mess with Ezra a little upon his arrival to loosen the tension. I've read many versions of Ezra's first meeting with Jacen Syndulla, and what I think would be the most realistic is a sense of cautiousness on Jacen's part. While I think the crew may have regaled him with a lot of Ezra's adventures, he is also not present in his life until now, and a child's first impression would probably be: where were you all this time, if you are as close to my family as they say you are?


Next chapter: Ezra comes home, and more cute moments between Sabine and Ezra. Thanks for reading, and hope you enjoy what's next in store.


The Return
Chapter Summary


Ezra returns home and spends some time with his family.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Sabine watched Ezra as he marveled at the sights of his homeworld. She flashed back to the last time he’d returned to Lothal: they’d come to gather information on Thrawn’s new TIE Defender initiative and used the smuggler Vizago’s ship to get past the Imperial blockade above the planet. Ezra had watched with shock as he beheld the burned landscape and the authoritative grip of the Empire. Now, after a decade of recovery, Lothal was a beacon of light, its fields and low-lying hills shining with health, cities and towns brimming with activity. Hera did a wide planetary sweep, giving Ezra an eyeful of the home he’d left behind for so long.


As they approached Capital City, Ezra’s breath caught. It was a marvelous sight indeed – the city a gleaming white oasis, the ocean sparkling blue under the bright sky. His old tower was clean and polished, clearly well taken care of over the years.


‘I can’t believe it,’ Ezra murmured.


‘This is what you’ve helped made, Ezra,’ Hera said, smiling as she piloted the ship towards one of the landing pads near the city center. ‘All of Lothal recognizes your bravery and sacrifice.’


Ezra’s eyes roamed everywhere, taking in the view longingly. ‘I’ve seen this view in visions before,’ he said, still in awe. ‘I never thought I’d actually see it in person.’


‘Sabine helped a lot with the rebuilding process,’ Hera said, looking over. ‘She was quite adamant on that.’


Ezra glanced at her. Sabine just smiled and shrugged. He wanted to thank her, but he was too overwhelmed to speak. No words were enough to show how grateful he was, or how much this means to him. He gave her a long look, trying to convey as much gratitude as he could in his eyes.


Sabine remembered the hours and hours of careful planning and the staggering amount of work to be done during the rebuilding effort. She had felt exhausted from all the logistics and engineering involved; she had been heartsick from her friend’s absence throughout the entire process, but she’d pulled through believing that this is what Ezra would have wanted. Seeing Ezra’s reaction right now made it all seem worth it.


The Ghost settled on the ground, and a door to the side of the landing pad opened.


‘Time to meet the others,’ Hera announced.


‘Who’s going to be there, momma?’ asked Jacen.


‘You’ll see in a moment,’ Hera smiled knowingly. ‘Some old friends have gathered to meet you, Ezra. They’re quite excited to hear about your return.’


Ezra shook his head. He’d been treated to one surprise after another. All he could do now was go along with the ride as they led him through one reunion to the next.


Cheers erupted as the crew entered the arrival deck. The hall was filled with familiar faces. Rex, Kallus, Wolffe, Mart Mattin, Vizago, Ryder Azadi, Marida Sumar, and even Wedge Antilles had shown up to welcome them. A lot of them shook Ezra’s hand or patted him in the back. Sabine felt a surge of satisfaction each time someone complimented his new beard and haircut.


‘Hello, hello!’ A voice to the side called out.


Ezra, recognizing the voice, turned to find an aged Weequay in red clothes and an Ugnaught with black tattoos approaching.


‘Hondo! Melch!’ Ezra greeted.


‘Ezra, my boy! It’s so good to see you!’ Hondo exclaimed. ‘Look how you have grown!’


‘It’s been a while, Hondo,’ Ezra returned.


Sabine shook her head. She’d long learned that Ezra’s friendship with the old pirate was always going to be a part of their lives, yet it still annoys her sometimes to see Ezra budding around with him.


A lot of words were exchanged. Rex asked about Ahsoka’s various adventures; Ezra asked about the changes to Lothal; Hera and Wedge compared notes on their missions for the New Republic; and Hondo regaled everyone with his glorious adventures in his never-ending search for profit.


Later, the group decided to let Ezra and the crew explore the city on their own. They agreed to meet a few days later for a big celebration. Capital City offered too little space and too much exposure, so they decided to head back to their old hideout among the mountains and the wolves’ cave in the south. Then, each of them went their separate ways.


The crew then took Ezra on a tour for the rest of the day, spending some long overdue time to catch up. They pointed out various spots in the city, remembering the place where they’d try to rescue Minister Tua; the place where Hera, Mart and Chopper escaped after the failed attack on the TIE factories; the place where Ezra tried to steal from the crew; the place where they’d crashed the Empire Day parade…There was much for them to reminisce on. Jacen, for his part, asked about these past adventures with great enthusiasm. His previous skepticism with Ezra had slowly vanished as they travelled through the city, as they started to warm up to each other and get to understand the other better.


The Bridgers’ old home was renovated and transformed into a shelter for homeless youth. Liberation Day and Jedi Night were still remembered each year. The site where the Imperial fuel depot once stood was now a large public park, and as the crew brought Ezra there for a visit, he could still feel the presence of his old master. He breathed in the clean air and looked at the rows of trees, the movement of kids playing all around him, and felt the presence of life. He decided this place was a fitting memorial. Ezra remembered Kanan’s words all those years ago, after they’d escaped from Atollon and Ezra was feeling defeated. Kanan had said, ‘There’s a future for us, one where we’re all free. But it’s up to us to make it happen.’


‘You did it, Kanan,’ Ezra thought as he stood before the modest memorial stone for his master, right in the center of the park. ‘You did it.’


As evening came, Ezra and Sabine said goodnight to Hera, Zeb, Jacen and Chopper. They had decided to spend the night on the quarters Ryder Azadi had reserved for them in the city center near the spaceport, while Sabine decided to show Ezra the various changes she had made to his old tower outside town.


‘Alright,’ Ezra said as the others left for the night. ‘How do you propose we go to the tower? I usually take a speeder, but I’m not sure how we’re going to get one now.’


Sabine weighted her options. A speeder would be nice, but she didn’t feel like renting one just for one trip. A naughty thought came to her.


‘Hmm…I have a better idea,’ she said coyly. Putting on her helmet, she wrapped her arms around Ezra’s waist.


‘What…’ Ezra started to say.


‘Hang on!’ Sabine told him, trying to match the same commanding tone during their mission on Concord Dawn, when she had similarly grabbed Ezra for a quick escape. Then, she activated her jetpack, and as Ezra’s arms quickly reached for her back and clung tightly, they shot into the air.


Sabine smirked to herself inside her helmet. Ezra’s face was the same when they’d lift off the ground on Concord Dawn all those years ago. His body was pressed tight against hers, his legs hooked onto her own. The air whipped around them as they sped towards their destination.


‘A little more warning would be nice,’ Ezra grumbled, although his smile was playful.


‘You were fine with that last time,’ Sabine recalled.


‘Yeah, that’s because we’re running for our lives.’


‘Had to keep it like before!’


They touched down at the base of the tower. Ezra staggered a few steps after Sabine let go. For a moment, Sabine wished their flight had gone on a bit longer. Being this close to Ezra felt good, reminding her of their reunion not so long ago, when she had held him in her arms and felt his reassuring chest pressed against her. She discovered that she wanted to feel more of him, explore more of him in ways she haven’t before. From their conversations these past days and the moments they’ve shared, she had sensed something similar coming from him as well. She remembered Ezra’s boyish crush, as well as thoughts of whether she could be a good partner for Ezra she had entertained over the years. Right now, she was starting to see how a future between them could develop. Knowing it is only a matter of time, Sabine decided to let things be for now, and wait for their moment to come on its own.


All of this ran through Sabine’s mind as they headed up the elevator to the main room. As the doors opened and Sabine flicked on the lights, Ezra gasped as he took in the new look of his old hive.


‘Welcome home, Ezra Bridger,’ Sabine said.


Gone were the rust stains and old transmission equipment that once littered the floor, and in its place were all the furniture needed for a cozy living space. His old helmet collection sat on top of a shelf in the corner, many of them painted to Sabine’s liking over the years. Doodles also covered the walls, all of them featuring Ezra and the Ghost crew. There was him standing on top of a purgill; there was him and Zeb chasing Chopper; there was him and Sabine during their escape from Gar Saxon; him and Sabine training with sticks on Atollon; there was the crew travelling on loth-wolves to the Lothal Jedi temple…


‘Wow,’ was all he could say.


‘I take it you approve?’ Sabine asked, smiling.


‘Yeah…this is amazing.’ Ezra managed.


She gave him space as he wandered around, admiring each painting and the decoration of the room in turn. When he was finished, there was no mistake in the smile he gave her. It warmed her heart and made her feel appreciated. It made her feel loved.


‘Sabine,’ he started. ‘I don’t know what to say…’


‘You’re welcome, Ezra,’ Sabine finished for him.


Ezra nodded in thanks, adding, ‘I can’t imagine how much time and effort you’ve given to make all this.’


Sabine’s smile faded. She stood there for a while, pondering what to say.


Finally, she began, ‘It was hard, you know, especially the first few months after you disappeared. I kept thinking about the look you gave me before you sneaked away, or how easy I could have stopped you. But seeing how this place has recovered, how grateful the people were, I knew that it couldn’t have gone any other way. I knew you were counting on me, so I focused on making sure what you started did not go to waste. Ryder was happy to let me help…and I know how important this tower is to you. You once told me that you felt better looking at the view outside when things go bad, so I just touched things up a little. Besides, the state that you left this place in is horrendous, so I’ve got to show you how to live properly somehow.’


Ezra snorted. ‘I guess I wasn’t the most organized street rat back then,’ he said. He meant it as a joke to poke fun at himself, but Sabine sensed a deeper sense of self-loathing underneath. He seemed bothered by something, guilt-ridden even, as if he really believed he left a mess behind for her to clean up.


‘You know, don’t take what Jacen said too seriously,’ Sabine said gently. ‘He’s just a kid. I’m sure he didn’t mean it.’


Ezra closed his eyes. ‘I know, Sabine,’ he said quietly. ‘But it still hurts. At the time, I didn’t know how long I would be going. I just know it’s the right thing to do, what I’m meant to do. I never regretted it, but I feel bad all the same, knowing how much I’m putting you guys through.’


Sabine smiled warmly at him. ‘You may blame yourself, but it’s not your fault,’ she said, remembering Ahsoka’s words. ‘It’s just not meant to be. But it all worked out in the end. The time we spent apart only proved how much we meant to each other, how strong our connection is. That makes what you risked right all along.’ She put a hand on his forearm. ‘You’re back now. It doesn’t matter how you feel about the things you’ve left behind. What matters is what you do from now on. Whatever comes next, we’ll figure it out together.’


Ezra chuckled softly. ‘When did you become so good at this?’ he mused.


‘I had some good advice,’ she said. ‘And you needed to hear it.’


The two stared at each other, both smiling. This time, they didn’t hesitate. Sabine pulled him forward for a gentle embrace, and Ezra laid his hands on her waist. For long they held each other in silence, quietly absorbing in the comfort they gave to each other.


‘I’ve missed you, Sabine,’ Ezra said shakily. ‘More than…more so than anyone.’


‘I know,’ she replied, leaning closer to his warm chest.


Their issues addressed, Sabine and Ezra talked late into the night, from light banter to deep conversations, eventually falling asleep on the dining table with content smiles on their faces.


Chapter End Notes


And here we have the second last chapter, where Sabine and Ezra's relationship is starting to take a new shape. The whole concept of Sabine rebuilding Lothal and redecorating the tower is nothing new, but hopefully those Sabine/Ezra moments kept your attention.


While writing the part where Sabine consoles Ezra about Jacen's comments, I thought about the song 'I Wanna Grow Old With You' by Westlife. The lyrics 'a thousand miles between us now, it causes me to wonder how, our love tonight remains so strong, it makes our risks right all along' and 'the time we spent apart will make our love grow stronger' left a lasting impression on me, so I decided to put a bit of it in the dialogue. Ahsoka's words to Sabine on Chapter 1 also comes in handy for Sabine to give Ezra the comfort he needs. And speaking of comfort, I referenced another work of mine - Comfort - in the dialogue as well. Ezra coming up to his tower and looking out at the view was something he told Sabine in that work, so I made it as another point for Sabine to bring up when talking about her work on Lothal.


Next time: The rebels have their gathering, and Sabine and Ezra finally reach their moment.


The Final Step
Chapter Summary


The rebels gather for a big celebration, and Sabine and Ezra finally confront their feelings.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Sabine woke to find Ezra standing on the front porch, arms folded on the railing, and staring outwards to the view of Capital City. Bringing two cups of caf, Sabine joined him at the balcony. Ezra smiled and nodded in thanks as he took it.


A few moments of silence passed between them before Ezra spoke. 'You know, I saw this view in a vision a long time ago. I was standing with my parents here. I'd just learned from Ryder that they didn't make it, but the vision was so real. It still feels a little weird looking out and seeing it come true.'


Sabine nodded. 'It sure is a beautiful sight,' she agreed. 'Sometimes I come up here too – to clear my head and feel alive, like you used to.' She elbowed him gently.


Ezra smiled, glad she took to heart a remark made so long ago. For a while, they just stood, drinking their caf and admiring the view. It was a beautiful morning. They were safe, together and happy. No more words needed to be said.


Well, except the final step, Sabine thought. They had yet to address their relationship and what they wanted for each other. This was something she had been thinking for a long time. In her mind, she had thought of every what-if, every scenario during their separation, and their time together these past few days: the easy banter, the gentle embraces, the meaningful glances…they all pointed towards something beyond their friendship – understanding that had blossomed into affection, deep care that had blossomed into love. They already possessed everything they need for such a relationship. All that remained now was to admit it to each other.


In the distance, the howl of loth-wolves sounded off. The two watched as a pack raced across below, stopping for a moment to gaze at the two, recognizing their presence.


'They're appearing more frequently now,' Sabine said. 'After the Empire left, they're not so secretive and mysterious anymore. They roam more freely, and the locals seemed happy to see them more often.'


'Their mission is fulfilled,' Ezra said. 'They will go by until another crisis arrives, serving the will of the planet.'


The wolves howled again, then continued on their journey, disappearing into the horizon.


…


…


…


The two went on to meet the crew in the city later that day, visiting more places and attractions. Ezra also received more updates on some old friends. He learned that Marida Sumar held a position in government, working as deputy for Ryder Azadi, who was once again governor of Lothal, although he admitted he was thinking of retirement soon. Vizago still commandeered the Mining Guild crawler they'd stolen all those years ago, and had continued to work as a smuggler. Sabine also showed Ezra the giant mural of the family at the old senate building, where Ezra lingered for a long time, admiring every detail from the loth-cats curling around him to the shade of blue in Kanan's eyes.


It wasn't long before the day came when all of them gathered back at their old hideout for the celebration. Fireplaces were set up in the open, and lots of food were shared. The group mingled freely, chatting endlessly and remembering their time fighting the Empire. Ezra was again regaled with many different stories: Rex's experience on Endor; Kallus' involvement in finding other Lasats, bringing them to the planet Lira San; another partnership between Hondo and Azmorigan; a narrow escape from the Empire from Mart Mattin…it was all a bit overwhelming.


At one point, Ezra got cornered by Hera. 'Everything okay?' she asked gently.


'Yeah,' Ezra replied. 'Just…a little too much to process.'


Hera chuckled. 'How's Sabine?' she asked.


Ezra looked over. She was in conversation with Ketsu, Wedge and Mart around another fireplace, smiling and at ease. She looked beautiful in the firelight.


'She's great,' Ezra found himself saying. 'I've never seen her act so cheerful and unguarded around me before.'


'Well, she did miss you a lot, more so than many of us.'


Ezra nodded. 'I know,' he said. 'So do I.'


Hera smiled knowingly, putting a hand on his shoulder. 'Be good to each other,' she said, then went on to join the others.


Ezra looked at the scene before him. Jacen was dancing around the flames, roasting marshmallows. Rex, Wolffe, Kallus and Zeb were drinking and laughing to the side. Hera joined Sabine, Ketsu and the pilots, who seemed to be in the middle of an intense storytelling session. Hondo, Melch and Vizago were competing in an eating contest. Ryder and Marida were deep in conversation, no doubt discussing about work or the day's agenda.


All of it was good, but Ezra felt he needed some time to himself for a while. Silently, he slipped away and made for the edge of camp. The air was warm and fresh, and the grass swayed gently under the wind. Ezra closed his eyes, feeling the nature around him. He breathed in and out, letting his mind relax.


He remembered coming to this spot to fetch Kanan before the mission to rescue Hera. He'd been in meditation, and had told Ezra to take the lead. And he remembered Sabine coming to get him in this same spot, before they came up with a plan to kidnap Governor Pryce to infiltrate the Imperial dome. Both him and Kanan had chosen this place to reach into the Force in times of distress and uncertainty. Now, being out here again, allowing the nature to work its magic on him, he felt clear and balanced, and cleansed in a way he hasn't felt since leaving Lothal.


'Hey,' Sabine's voice sounded behind him.


Ezra opened his eyes and turned. There she was, standing at a distance from him.


'Sorry,' she said. 'Did I disturb you?'


'No, I was just…' Ezra shrugged. 'Getting some fresh air, that's all.'


Sabine nodded. 'We missed you back there. Ready to head back and join the others?' she asked.


Ezra scratched his beard. 'Hmm…not really. I'm not a big fan of crowds and noise.'


Sabine nodded in understanding. 'Well, we have that in common. Go for a walk?' she offered.


Ezra smiled and accepted. So it was that the two strolled leisurely around the perimeter of camp, through the winding paths of the mountains, past the cave where the loth-wolves had arrived, and back out in the open, facing the vast grass plains. Through it all, the two never spoke, just following in each other's footsteps, allowing their instincts to take them wherever they wanted to go.


Now, as they stood gazing out at the stars at the foot of a spine tree, Ezra was completely at ease and centered. He felt confirmed, that being with Sabine was something he wanted for the rest his life. He knew instinctively that whether or not their feelings were addressed, whether they remain friends or become something more, they will always have each other's backs, always be there for the other.


His desire clear, his mind relaxed, Ezra decided now is the moment.


'I should paint this view someday,' Sabine said, the artist in her admiring everything the view offered.


Ezra let another moment pass. Then, he spoke up. 'Sabine...' he started, turning to face her. 'There's something you should know.'


Sabine, recognizing the sincerity in his voice, turned likewise to face him, waiting for him to continue.


'Back when I was out there, in the Unknown Regions, I had been lost, and discouraged. I've doubted you, doubted myself. Yet time and time again, I reminded myself how much I trust you, how special you have become for me, and that kept me going, even when it seemed very unlikely that I'll ever see you again. These past few weeks with you...it just felt right. There's no one else in the galaxy I wished more to spend the rest of my life with.'


He took a deep breath, then continued, 'You've been the best friend I could have asked for, Sabine, but I've always thought about something more for us. You know I had a crush on you ever since the day we met. I just want to tell you...that it has never gone away, that every moment with you has been the best moment in my life, that you have always been someone I could rely on, someone I've valued...someone I've loved.'


Ezra expected himself to be nervous, eagerly noting her reaction, but a wave of calm washed over him as he waited for her response. Having said what has been on his mind all this time, Ezra felt content and relaxed, as if released from a heavy weight he'd been lifting for a long time. Through it all, Sabine just stood and looked at him, listening earnestly.


Finally, she spoke. 'You know, I've spent a lot of time mulling over our time together when you were gone. I didn't really realize how much it means for you to stay until then. I've had my own doubts: whether or not you're still the same person after all this time, how much of our friendship still meant to you...I can't help but feel unfair sometimes, that Lothal is free and the Empire is gone, but you weren't here. I've watched your recording over and over, and kept your lightsaber close. It takes a special someone to let me take care of something as precious as that is to you. You made me feel honored, and appreciated. You made me feel complete when no one else could. I didn't think for a second you would be more than just a friend before, but now...'


She looked up and met his eyes. Ezra's heart skipped a beat. The air grew uncomfortably hot between them. Somewhere along their conversation, they'd unknowingly started holding each other's shoulders. Sabine looked at him with such tenderness, such affection that it sent shivers down his body.


His grip tightened a little on her, and Ezra whispered, 'Now what, Sabine?'


She smiled warmly at him. 'Now...I think you deserve someone who values you just as much, someone who also enjoys every moment with you...someone who loves you back,' she whispered back sweetly.


With that, their arms slowly pulled each other forward. Their faces inched closer, their eyes never breaking contact. They got so close that Ezra could feel the soft breath coming from Sabine's nose, and study the shades of amber in her eyes. Then suddenly, they were kissing. Later, when the two look back on this moment, neither remembered who had made the first move. Their lips had simply found each other, as if it was always meant to be.


They melted against each other. Ezra's arms fell around her waist, while Sabine's curled around his neck, pulling him even further in. Sabine's lips were soft and inviting, and everything he dreamed they would be. Their noses brushed gently together. Wave after wave of wonder and fulfillment filled his mind.


The two were lost in the language of their lips when a sudden explosion went off in the sky. A second later, Ezra and Sabine were back to back, blasters drawn and lightsaber ignited, standing together like they've always had. What they found were giant fireworks exploding in the sky in vibrant colors of red, green, purple and orange. The two looked up, momentarily confused, then cheers erupted from the other side of the row of spine trees as the eavesdroppers revealed themselves.


'Excellent shot, Melch!' Hondo exclaimed, laughing heartily. Melch squealed in excitement, jumping around in circles and giving Hondo high-fives. Zeb had the widest grin on his face as he approached. Kallus wore the same smug look he always had whenever he'd busted the crew during operations, back when he was still an Imperial agent. Rex and Wolffe gave each other fist-bumps. Vizago had a crazy expression on his face as he took over the fireworks launcher and fired the remaining missiles into the air. Ryder Azadi was trying hard not to smile. Jacen was wide-eyed, not really understanding the significance of the moment. Ketsu was hollering, Mart and Wedge were shaking their heads and smiling, Hera had tears in her eyes.


Sabine and Ezra looked at each other, a little appalled by the interruption. They were both blushing, but were also trying not to laugh. Sabine shrugged, and the two put away their weapons.


Hera was the first to approach them. 'It wasn't my idea, believe me,' she said, shaking her head. 'But I'm happy for you two. I knew you two would finally get here.'


'Nicely done, little sister,' Ketsu said with a smirk.


'Way to go, Bridger,' Mart congratulated, patting him on the back.


'Never thought I'd see the day you two finally get together,' Zeb said. 'But I guess you do deserve it.'


'Ezra Bridger, I can't believe it!' Hondo marveled. 'I'm so proud of you, my boy! Oh, this makes me happy!'


Embarrassed but grateful, Sabine and Ezra accepted each of their congratulations in stride, before they were herded back to the campsite by the others, all in high spirits. Occasionally, they'd brush shoulders and give each other's hand a gentle squeeze, smiling to each other as they did.


The rest of the night went by without much drama. Stories continued to be told, drinks continued to be consumed, bets continued to be made. By the time the celebrations ended, Sabine and Ezra were both exhausted. After travelling back to Capital City, the two bade farewell to the others and went back to their tower for the night.


Having changed and showered, the two sat on a sofa, quietly reviewing the day's events and processing the change in their relationship. Ezra glanced at Sabine. She was utterly relaxed, a content smile spread across her face. Noticing Ezra's gaze, she turned to face him. For a while, they just stared at each other, wondering where to begin.


'So...' Ezra started. 'It's been quite a long day.'


'Mmm-hmm...' Sabine replied, studying him and waiting.


Sensing her intent, Ezra smiled. 'I'm sorry we got interrupted earlier. You know, I'd hate for things to remain unfinished,' he said coyly.


A mischievous smile appeared on Sabine's face. 'We won't be interrupted here, that's for sure...' she said innocently.


'I guess not.'


Seconds later, their lips met again, this time with more passion and urgency. Hands roamed each other's bodies, and a few moments into the kiss, their tongues were introduced as well. They gave way to the tension in these past weeks, as well as years of longing and confusion and desire preceding them. The kiss grew more and more fervent. Sabine pressed her mouth lovingly again and again against Ezra's lips, a feeling he found unbelievably exciting.


Soon, the two were out of breath and gasping for air, both feeling a little giddy. Ezra could feel Sabine's heart beating against his chest as they settled in a comfortable embrace.


'I regret not shaving away the rest of the beard now,' Sabine said suddenly. 'It itches a lot.'


'Time for you to work your magic again then,' Ezra teased.


Sabine put her hand on his face. 'We'll see,' she said lightly.


They spent the rest of the night together, relishing in the new and exciting feeling of their love. There were laughs, jokes and more intimate moments, some wild and passionate, some slow and soft.


As the two curled upon each other on the sofa later, Ezra pondered on their future. What can a Jedi and a Mandalorian do in the galaxy? Would they work for the New Republic? Would they roam the galaxy, gather a crew like Kanan and Hera did? Would they remain on Lothal? Would they help rebuild the Jedi Order or help with the recovery of Mandalore?


After a while of wandering thoughts, he decided that the future can wait for now. He had no doubt both of them would find meaningful work that suited their principles, and they would face it all together. As his master Kanan had said, 'Trust yourself, trust the Force.' The future will take care of itself on its own, what matters is focusing on the present, enjoying each moment as it comes.


'Good night, Sabine,' Ezra whispered.


The night remained peaceful and still as the two fell into comfortable sleep.


Chapter End Notes


This took longer than expected. The dialogue especially was difficult to handle, but I'm glad to have finally finished this.
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The past comes back to haunt us, but it doesn't have to define us. Sometimes the promise of the future is all we need.


 


Ezra was reclined on the couch reading when he heard Sabine come home. Even before the lift to the tower opened, he could sense the tumultuous emotions swirling around his wife like a dark cloud. He heard her footsteps leave the lift, the front door slam, and the refresher door open and then also slam shut. 


He sighed. It must have been a rough day at work. That, or she was angry at him for something. (Force only knows what that could be). The shower turned on, the sound of the water muffled by the door, so he continued reading. It would be a little bit longer until he found out if he would live to see the sun set that night. 


Fifteen minutes later, Sabine emerged from the refresher wearing sweatpants and a towel wrapped around her chest. She stormed over to the closet without a glance in Ezra’s direction, fabric rustling as she dug through the dresser. 


Cross off her being angry at him—if she had been, she would have confronted him the moment she left the refresher. And he would probably dead, dying, or close to death if it was bad enough. What a way to go out, though. This evening her presence was troubled, frustrated, but not outwardly toward him. Something else was bothering her. 


After a long moment of shuffling clothes around, Sabine growled and slammed the drawer shut. “I can’t find my kriffing shirt!” 


“Which one?” Ezra replied calmly. 


“The purple one I always wear to bed.” 


“I don’t know where it is.” When she didn’t turn around, he sighed. “You can borrow one of mine.” 


Sabine’s demeanor changed in the flip of a switch; her head lifted, expression softening.


“Really?” she asked in a small voice.


Ezra chuckled. He knew how much Sabine liked wearing his shirts. They were always too large, so she was swallowed up by the fabric, but she always claimed they were comfy and smelled like him. 


“Of course. Go ahead.” 


She disappeared into the bedroom and reappeared a few moments later with a cobalt blue shirt on. The shirt was predictably too large, but looked comfortable on her. She approached the couch slowly, eyes low and shoulders taut with tension as she hugged her arms. She really was upset. 


Oh, starling. Ezra opened his arms, already knowing what she needed. Sabine exhaled through her nose, a soft sigh, and collapsed on top of him. Her arm draped lazily over his chest and she tucked her head into the crook of his neck, hiding her face. He used the Force to pull the blanket draped over the other armrest of the couch over them. 


“Tough day at work?” Ezra asked, dropping a kiss onto her forehead. She nodded and he rubbed her arm. “What happened now?” 


“Just my coworkers being lazy imbeciles.” 


He chuckled. “Want to talk about it?” 


Sabine sighed and her breath tickled his throat. She shifted closer, arms wrapping tighter around him. “...Not right now.” 


“Okay.” Ezra sensed that there was more to it, but for now he traced soothing patterns on her arm and continued to read. He trusted her to tell him when she needed to. They laid together in silence for a few minutes before Sabine shifted to glance at his tablet. 


“What are you reading?” she asked. 


“It’s a fiction that Kallus suggested. He told me that it’s a classic on Coruscant and was popular with the Jedi youth. Thought I might enjoy it.” 


How Kallus knew that much about it, Ezra didn’t know. He’d given up trying to keep track of the random knowledge the former ISB agent had stored away in the libraries of his mind. Sabine hummed and nestled closer to Ezra, brushing her nose against his pulse. 


“Sounds interesting. Is it a romance?” 


“Some of it. The hero tries to save a princess, but she turns out to be a warrior goddess. Or something like that. I’m only halfway through.” 


Sabine chuckled. “I see why you enjoy it. Is she attractive?” she teased. 


“I realized that they don’t describe her specific appearance often, leaving much to the imagination,” Ezra said, a small mischievous smile twitching at his lips. “But I imagine her with slender amber eyes that turn into honey in the sun, hair as dark violet as the night sky, a perfect lean body, with a dangerous tendency for violence…” 


Sabine hummed and chuckled, kissing his jaw. “She sounds incredible.” 


“You don’t know half of it.” 


They relapsed into comfortable silence then, the only sound being the quiet hum of the air conditioning and the gentle puff of their breaths. Sabine’s heartbeat and breathing steadied then slowed. She wasn’t asleep, but Ezra knew that she was in a mental state akin to meditation—the limbo between sleep and wakefulness when the mind and body finally goes still. 


The sky was darkening outside when Ezra finished this chapter: The hero and princess were separated by the villain, who took the hero and dragged him away to the final battle just before the princess could confess, leaving the reader in a state of tension and anticipation building up to the climax. Ezra sighed and placed the tablet on his bedside table. When fiction becomes too similar to reality, it ceases to be fiction at all. What was the point in reading something he’d already experienced? 


However, Kallus had been right. It was a good book, and Ezra could see why young Jedi enjoyed it once upon a time. The morals were sound and similar to the Code’s, but the action and drama was still thrilling and enjoyable. And of course, the romance was cheesy and melodramatic, but sweet. Maybe Ezra would finish the book tomorrow, but right now his princess needed him. 


(He always joked that Sabine was, in all but name, a princess since she was the daughter of a Countess, which he naturally decided was basically royalty. Sabine always fervently refuted him, complaining that his ‘reasoning’ was ridiculous and baseless and therefore irrelevant. He dropped it eventually, but would still call her his princess from time to time. The endearment must have grown on Sabine, because she stopped snapping at him when he brought it up.)


He pulled the blanket up to Sabine’s shoulders and shifted so his head rested over hers and both arms held her gently. She stirred at his movement and two caramel eyes opened and peered up at him. “You okay?” 


Ezra smiled and brushed her hair away from her face. He didn’t want to trouble her after she’d obviously had a bad day, but the crease in her brow and sincerity in her eyes convinced him not to lie. 


“Yeah, I’m fine,” he sighed. “The story just hit a little too close to home.” 


Sabine scooched up until her face was hovering over his. “Hey.” He met her eyes and she smiled softly. “You’re not there . You’re here.” 


Ezra smiled. Leave it to Sabine to know exactly what was going through his mind. Sometimes, he questioned if he actually was the Force-sensitive one here. 


“I know.” 


She nodded, satisfied with her work, and settled on her side next to him, using his arm as a pillow. “Good. I love you. You know that, right?”


Ezra leaned forward and kissed her, brushing his thumb across her cheek. “I love you more.” 


Sabine shook her head, but before she could respond, a yawn swallowed her words. She sighed in content and nestled close to him again. 


Ezra chuckled and kissed her temple. “Let’s get you to bed.” 


She didn’t protest as he lifted her into his arms and carried her into the bedroom. He set her down in the soft blankets of their bed and joined her a moment later. Sabine shifted closer again and set a hand on his chest over his heart. 


“ Jate ca, cyar’ika ,” Sabine mumbled. 


“Goodnight, love,” he whispered back. 


Sabine sighed and Ezra closed his eyes, letting the Force envelope him and the haze of slumber seep into his mind. He felt Sabine’s breath against his neck, her warmth against his skin, and her presence everywhere he searched; inescapable and wonderfully persistent. With a small smile dancing on his lips, Ezra let his subconscious seep into relaxed darkness. 


Moments like these were a long time in the making. He wanted to enjoy them for as long as he lived. 


Yes, the two of them went through tumultuous journeys, both separate and together, to achieve this peaceful life, but it was worth it. It was all worth it. 
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Ezra didn’t know how long he slept, but sometime later he felt a disturbance. When he looked at the bed beside him, only the empty sheets, still warm, remained. Brief panic flooded through him before he realized that he could still sense her nearby. Upon further investigation he found her standing outside, blaster drawn in hand as she stared up at the stars.


“Sabine?” 


She startled and glanced behind her. “Oh, hey. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you.” 


“Are you okay?” 


Sabine seemed shaken. She looked out at the fields again before nodding. “Yeah. I’m okay. I just thought…” She shook her head. “Nevermind.”


Ezra flashed her a gentle, understanding smile and rubbed his arms to fend off the nighttime chill. This wasn’t the first time either had woken up to phantom demons haunting them, but it was the first time it had happened in a while.


“It’s cold. Come back inside.” 


Sabine didn’t move from her spot. Instead, she gazed back out at the glowing cityscape in the distance and the luminant twin moons above, perfectly still. Ezra approached slowly and gently pried the blaster from her fingers, releasing a breath once he had.


“Love? Are you sure you’re okay?” 


Sabine sighed and leaned her head against his shoulder. Ezra got the message and wrapped his arm around her shoulders. They stood in silence for a few minutes, just looking out over their home. Ezra closed his eyes and reached into the Force, hoping to draw some warmth closer to them; one of the many tricks he’d learned being lost in wild space. 


“Cyare?” 


Ezra opened his eyes and looked down at Sabine. She played with the hem of his oversized shirt, brows knit together. 


“Yeah?” 


“Do you ever miss… how it used to be?” 


Oh. Ezra hadn’t been expecting that. 


“Do you mean… before the Siege of Lothal?”


Sabine nodded. He leaned his head against hers and rubbed her arm, considering his reply before saying: “I don’t miss the Empire.” 


Sabine chuckled. “Me neither. It’s just… sometimes I wake up and hear TIE fighters outside, but then I go to look and… and it’s only the wind. It’s so hard to relax even when I know I’m safe.” 


Ezra sighed. He felt the same a lot of times. He would hear lightsabers igniting, see Darth Vader standing in a shadey alleyway, smell gasoline and almost feel the purrgil breathing beneath him… Their experiences in their adolescence would never leave them. It was a simple, painful fact. They might fade with time, but the past couldn’t be erased.


“I know. It will take time for us to heal. But in the meantime, how about we just worry about your imbecile coworkers.” 


Sabine chuckled, but then frowned. “See, that’s the thing. I was raised in war. It’s in my blood. The Mandalorian people have fought centuries of constant battles. Now that there is none… it feels wrong not to fight. I should be doing something more than running an art gallery or dealing with my annoying coworkers. I should—” 


Ezra pressed a finger over her lips. “You should be right where you are. Here. With me. Living your life because now you can . We fought for this. Now, we need to look forward to the future.” Sabine sighed and he tilted up her chin. “I understand your frustration. Believe me.” 


She smiled and leaned into his touch. “I know.” 


“So let’s think about the future, okay? What are you looking forward to?” 


Sabine hummed and played along. This had become a game they played whenever memories of the war became too much to handle. Each would take turns pointing out something positive in the future—far or near—that they were anticipating.


“Okay.” She looked back out over the rolling fields, letting the breeze blow through her hair. “I am looking forward to… opening art classes for the students at the school.” 


Ezra smiled. “That’s a good one.” 


“Your turn.” 


“I’m looking forward to spending the rest of my hopefully long and peaceful life with you.” 


Sabine smiled bashfully and kissed him. “Good one. I’m looking forward to Hera and Jacen’s visit this weekend.” 


“Same. I’m looking forward to Jacen’s birthday so I can give him the parts to his lightsaber.” 


“I can’t believe he’s turning nine already.” 


“I know.” He stifled a yawn. “Okay, one more and then we actually need to go to bed.” 


Sabine thought for a moment and then leaned against him. “I’m looking forward to raising kids with you.” 


Ezra’s heart fluttered and he chuckled. “That will be wonderful, whenever it happens. But probably not for a while, right?” 


Sabine hummed and stood straight, voice quiet when she whispered, “Not as far away as you might think.” 


Ezra blinked and suddenly every sense was alight. He could feel his heartbeat in his chest and his pulse in his ears. Did she mean… 


“What?” 


Sabine smiled and a hand brushed against her middle. “I’m going to the doctor tomorrow. I won’t know for sure until then.” 


“You’re joking.” 


Sabine shook her head, eyes sparkling. His heart did a thousand somersaults, dropped into his stomach, and returned to his chest.


“Remember when I was sick last week?”


Ezra nodded, his mind spinning. 


“Well, I wasn’t sick. I took the test earlier after work. Like I said, we won’t know for sure until tomorrow, but…” She took his hand in hers, cheeks flushed and eyes soft. “I’m pregnant, Ezra.” 


His hands shook as he pressed a hand against her belly. He reached into the Force and searched, searched, and— here it is! A tiny little light, just starting to flicker to life. 


“I don’t think you’ll even have to go to the doctor,” Ezra whispered. “I can feel it! Sabine!” 


She laughed joyfully as he hugged her, both gasping for breath through the tight embrace. When they pulled back, there were tears in both of their eyes. 


“I can’t believe this,” Ezra whispered again, cupping her face. “You’re going to be a mom.” 


Sabine giggled and kissed him. “And you’re going to be a dad.” 


“Oh, Force be praised.” He lifted her up and spun around as she laughed. When he set her down, he held her close. “When is your appointment? Who knows? How long?” 


“Slow down,” she laughed. “I took work off tomorrow. It will be early in the morning. And so far, only you and I. As for how long, I don’t know yet. We’ll find out tomorrow.” 


“Okay. What are we still doing up? You need to rest!”


“I’m fine, Ez.” 


“Nope. We’re going to bed and you will sleep. You can’t risk exhausting yourself.” 


Sabine laughed as Ezra dragged her inside. “I swear, are you going to fret like this the entire time?”


“Yes. You’re my princess. I am at your service.” 


“Not this again. Ezra! I come from a line of warriors! My mother—”


“Carried you into battle on her back as an infant, I know. ” 


She smiled and lightly punched his arm. “Then you know that we’ll be okay.” 


Ezra smiled as well and squeezed her fingers beneath his own. “Yeah. We’ll be okay.” 
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While on a quick trip down to an unknown planet to replenish the Ghost’s water supply after the reclaimer goes out again, Ezra is bitten by an unfamiliar lizard. As strange neurological symptoms start to appear, he learns it was an ysalamir. The medic can’t make a diagnosis, but Kanan can. It’s Force sickness, an evolutionary defense wielded by only a few species in the galaxy.


And there is no antidote.


Notes


NOTE FOR REPOST 10/16/21: *deep breath* All right, guys. This is a repost, ONLY because a number of readers have expressed support and enthusiasm for this story and sadness about it having been deleted. I had zero intention of reposting it when I deleted it last May – that was 2020, which, I can’t believe it’s been that long. I am going to include the tumblr post about this very work.


Pleeeeeease don’t make me include the dissertation I wrote about concrit and then decided not to include. It makes me sound like such a meanie-butt. Tl;dr: no concrit, pls & ty. Just don’t. There’s 30k words on this baby, with other ideas still in the hopper, so…let’s try to make it through it together this time, shall we?


-----


Original Notes: I took some liberties with the ysalamiri to make them work with my story because plot and fanfiction. Hope no one is offended. Ysalamiri deserve better than what Disney has done to them. VIVA LES YSALAMIRI.


**NOTE 5/2/20** I forgot to mention that the title comes from traditional Catholic/Protestant wedding vows: “I, N, take you, N, to be my wife (or husband), to have and to hold from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death us do part, according to God’s holy law, in the presence of God I make this vow.”


See the end of the work for more notes
Bite
The water reclaimer had gone on the fritz for the second time in three days. Standing over the offending device with her arms crossed, Hera said, “We’re going to have to land in the nearest system and bring back our own water for now, then head back to Yavin as soon as possible for repairs.”


“Kanan’s fix didn’t work?” Zeb grumbled. “That’s no help at all.”


“I’m a Jedi, not a plumber,” Kanan said. “And it did work, just…only for a couple days.”


Hera shut the door to the reclaimer and headed back to the cockpit. “I’ll check the charts and see where we are. Cross your fingers that there’s potable water somewhere close.”


===


There was. Hera sent Sabine and Ezra down in the Phantom II with bottles, packs, and instructions to do recon as well. They were closing in on a landing spot, and Sabine was expressing relief that their chosen location was uninhabited by sentient creatures, when Ezra suddenly gasped behind her and gripped her chair so hard, he nearly pushed her away from the controls. Before she could even ask what the hell was going on, he said urgently,


“Sabine. Something’s wrong.”


“What is it?” she asked. “The planet? Bioscanners – ”


“It’s not that. The Force…I can’t feel it.”


Sabine cast a frown over her shoulder at him. “Well, that doesn’t sound good.”


Ezra immediately activated his wrist comm. “Kanan, something is wrong with this planet. The Force isn’t here. Something…something isn’t right.”


Kanan’s placid voice came back immediately. “Take a deep breath,” he said. “Calm your mind. Reach out with your other senses.”


The ship touched down, and Ezra took a seat in the back, closing his eyes and doing his thing. Sabine unstrapped and went to him, watching his face form a frown. His presence was anxious, jumpy. He was worried. Panicking. And it made her panic, too, to see him like this.


She slid her hand onto his shoulder, and he blinked up at her. “You okay?” she asked.


Ezra shook his head and stood. “Let’s just get the water and get out of here as soon as possible. I don’t like this.”


---


After half an hour of walking in a thick, warm forest, they found flowing water and quickly filled up their bottles, then hoisted their heavy packs and turned back toward the ship. Their packs also carried supplies they’d found in a crate near an old campsite. Clearly, someone had lived here before; maybe multiple someones. All was quiet, until –


“Hey!” Ezra jumped back, and Sabine looked over to see him rubbing the spot where his neck met his shoulder and frowning at one of the large yellow tree-dwelling lizards they’d been seeing all over the forest. “Ability to connect with animals, and this one takes a bite out of me.”


Sabine shrugged. “Maybe it thought you looked tasty.”


“That’s the closest you’ve ever come to a compliment, so I’ll take it.”


“Wasn’t meant as one.”


“I’m still taking it.”


“Perhaps it has never sampled Lothalian cuisine. Soft, mild, nonthreatening…”


Now Ezra narrowed his eyes at her. “Those words do not describe me at all.”


Sabine let her face go slack. “You absolutely are soft.”


Ezra shook his head and rubbed at his neck again. “Let’s just get out of here. This place gives me the creeps.” He closed his eyes, and Sabine watched as he stretched out to the Force. Again, he shook his head, and he opened his eyes and let out a sound of exasperation. “Nothing! It’s like the Force is dead here.”


“Let’s hope we don’t have to fight anything,” Sabine muttered as they continued on. Ezra threw her a sharp look, but she ignored it…and then felt her comment hang between them.


“You don’t trust me to hold my own?” he asked. She shrugged.


“Do you know if you can? You rely on the Force for everything. How do you know what you’re capable of without it? Jedi are elite warriors, rare and…” She trailed off when she realized what word she was going to use.


“And what?” Ezra asked. He may have been clueless and oblivious about a lot of things, but he was also incredibly perceptive about a lot of others.


“Special,” Sabine finished, hoping he didn’t read too much into it. Everyone would agree the Jedi were special. It didn’t mean anything that she thought so as well. “You’re right. Let’s get out of here.”


---


“Do you think we could use it as a satellite base?” Kanan asked when they were in hyperspace an hour later.


“I dunno,” Ezra replied, scratching at the red spot where the creature had bitten him. Sabine frowned. She’d checked the bite out when they’d boarded the Ghost, but other than barely visible teeth marks and some slight redness around it that she’d assumed came from the pressure from the bite, she hadn’t seen anything. Now, the skin looked inflamed, and the color had spread up his neck and he was itching at it. “I’m sure not a fan of a Force-dead planet with biters.”


“And that wound isn’t looking any better,” Sabine said. “We need to get you checked out as soon as we get back to Yavin.” Ezra waved her off.


“Sabine, I’m fine,” he said. “It’s just…irritating.”


She frowned again. It concerned her. Ezra was her best friend, and whatever had bitten him was a foreign creature on a foreign planet they knew nothing about.


Ezra looked over at her and must’ve noticed the look on her face.


“I’ll…try some Force healing,” he said, even though they all knew he and Kanan both knew little about it.


“The holocron has some good resources,” Kanan said as he stood. “I’ll pull them up for you.”


They retreated to the crew cabins, and Sabine looked over at Hera. “I’m worried, Hera,” she said. “Something about that planet doesn’t feel right. Ezra said he couldn’t feel the Force at all, and for an animal to bite him?”


Hera smiled softly. “I’m sure it’s nothing, Sabine,” she assured her. “There are a lot of mysteries in this galaxy, and we’ve barely scratched the surface of them. It sounds like a pretty distressing experience altogether. Come on, I’ll make you some tea.”


“I don’t want tea – ”


“Special tea.”


“Ah.”


They, too, rose and left the common room, and Sabine did her best to put Ezra’s wound out of her mind.


“Those assholes,” Ezra hissed as he and Sabine waited in the corner of one of the meeting rooms on base. The flush had spread up to his jaw and ear now, and it looked angry and hot.


“What?” Sabine asked quietly. They were waiting for Captain Cassian Andor of Rebel Intelligence to finish up so they could provide their report on the planet. Ezra stared at a datapad, gripping it hard as if it had personally offended him. Sabine looked over to read the information.


“The planet is called Myrkr,” Ezra murmured. “The creatures are…well how the hell do you pronounce that?”


“Ysalamiri?” Sabine guessed.


“Yeah, that. They create a bubble that suppresses the Force, and they also…what’s that word?” He pointed, and Sabine looked.


“Secrete,” she said.


“ ‘Secrete a…’ That one?”


Sabine frowned. “Toxin. You know that word.”


“ ‘Secrete a toxin known to…damage…’ ” He gripped the pad harder, and his mouth compressed. A sheen had broken out on his forehead, even though the room wasn’t any hotter than usual on Yavin 4. “I can’t…”


“Midichlorians,” Sabine said quietly. Of all words… When they’d first met Ezra, his reading comprehension hadn’t been very high, but he’d gotten so much better. What was happening?


“ ‘Secrete a toxin that has been known to damage midichlorians,’ ” he read. “Well that’s just kriffing – ”


“Lieutenant Commander?” Andor said.


“Yeah.” Ezra cleared his throat and made to move to the front of the room, where Andor stood in front of a holoprojector. But Sabine grabbed his arm.


“Maybe you should get checked out right away,” she said. “You came straight here to this meeting. You need to go to the Two-Onebee. You’re not well.” She placed a hand against his forehead, and her mouth dropped open. “Ezra, you’re burning up!”


“I said I’m dine,” Ezra insisted. “It was just a little pip.”


Sabine shook her head. What?


When he stepped away, he wobbled a little. “Thank you, Captain Mirabor,” he said, using the name of an Intelligence officer who had been dead for six months. Andor gave him a weird look.


Ezra pressed the screen on his datapad with his thumb, sending an image to the projector. “We recently came across the planet Myrkr while doing routine…” He stopped, as if he couldn’t find the word. “Mission work, and found some old supplies there left from…” Again, he trailed off, and he shook his head and pressed another place on the pad. “The planet is not important. It sucked anyway.”


As he looked up at the holo, the change in his posture seemed to throw him off, and he stumbled back a step before catching himself with his hand on the projector. Sabine’s mouth opened again. This was not normal. Something was wrong. She hadn’t seen him lose his balance in years.


Ezra tried to continue on. “We found…”


But he stopped again and rubbed at his eyes with finger and thumb. “Excuse me,” he said. “I’m not…”


Sabine took one, two, three steps toward him. He needed to see that Two-Onebee now.


But before she could get to him, he abruptly collapsed to the ground, and he did not move.


Medbay
Chapter Summary


Ezra gets checked out in the medbay. He is not the most agreeable patient.
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“Please,” Ezra said in annoyance, tugging at the various medical devices strapped to his arms as he sat sideways on a bed in the medbay. “This is going overboard.”


“Just getting your vitals, sir,” the Two-Onebee said. “O2 sats, blood pressure, pulse.”


“I’m satted, my blood works, and I have a pulse,” Ezra said testily. “Can I go? I have stuff to do.”


“You may not go. Not until I have cleared you.”


“Ezra,” Hera said patiently. “You need to let the droid do its job.”


Ezra sighed, resigned, and stopped talking.


“Your vitals are high,” the droid said. “Racing pulse, high BP, fever. Furthermore, you are experiencing mild aphasia.”


“I don’t know what that is,” Ezra said.


“Loss of ability to understand or express speech.”


“Am not,” he replied petulantly as he crossed his arms.


“You are being a child,” Sabine said, shoving him in the chest. “I will hurt you if you don’t cooperate.”


“That would be ill-advised,” the droid said, and Sabine turned her glare to it. The droid was a real boon to the Alliance, but it could be irritating.


“Fine,” Ezra said. “Run your tests. When can I go home, though?”


“Ezra,” Hera said. “The Rebellion will not break down if you’re not there for a few hours. Let the droid do its job.”


Ezra finally relented with a frustrated sigh, and the Two-Onebee pulled the devices off of him. “I am going to summon a medic,” it said. “This is outside my abilities.”


“Great,” Ezra muttered with a roll of his eyes.


A young female medic in a white coat walked over, holding a datapad. She had her brunette hair pulled back in a bun with a stylus stuck through it, and she smiled when she came up to the bed.


“So what have we here?” she asked. “Not every day I have a Jedi in my medbay.”


“I got bitten by a mystery animal,” Ezra said. “It’s not a big deal.”


“He passed out in front of a room full of people,” Sabine cut in. “And this rash or whatever it is has spread from the bite upwards.”


The medic reviewed the information on her datapad, then looked up again. “Okay. I’d like to keep you here for some more tests and observation. There’s a gown on the bed. Change into that, and we’ll get started.”


Ezra shifted to pull out the shapeless, light blue medical gown he’d been sitting on, and held it up before him. “This…is not my color at all.”


“Because it’s not orange?” Sabine said irritably. “Just put it on.”


“It’s also not my style.”


“Put. It. On.”


The crew left the bed while he changed, gathering a short distance away from him to discuss the situation.


“Did you find anything in the holocron?” Hera asked Kanan, who shook his head.


“Not much more than Ezra found in the archives,” he said. “It’s known as Force poisoning, some toxin that affects the midichlorians and disrupts the way they bind to other, healthy cells.”


“Okay,” Sabine said. “That’s good news, then. We have the illness, so we get the antidote. What is it?”


Kanan’s face tightened. “We…don’t have the antidote.”


A sheet of ice dropped through Sabine’s body. “How can we not?”


“It’s rare,” Kanan explained. “And it only affects a rare group of people. Not a lot of creatures secrete the toxin. The ysalamiri are one, and there’s a handful of others. Not really a useful defense mechanism, so it’s not very common. It must’ve…evolved in conjunction with the ability to push the Force back. Depending on how much of a dose he took, it could hit him pretty hard.”


“But there has to be a way,” Sabine insisted. “Something that works. We can’t just…we can’t just leave him like this. Leave him to take on the illness on his own. What if he can’t fight it off?”


None of the other Spectres made eye contact with her. The look on Hera’s face said she’d already heard the information Kanan had just laid out, and Zeb looked more distraught than she’d ever seen him.


“Does he know?” Sabine asked in a quieter voice than before. “Have you told him?”


Kanan raised his head toward Ezra’s bed, and Sabine turned to look over her shoulder. Ezra stood in the awful gown, tugging at parts of it as if trying to make it look better because it offended his nonexistent sense of fashion. Not wanting to hear any more, Sabine left the group and went back to him with a smile.


“I think it looks great,” she said. “Definitely a fashion statement. Time to parade the girls in.”


Ezra scoffed. “I’ve never worn a bag before. Even in my worst days.”


“On the bright side,” she said, reaching out to touch his bare biceps, “you’ve got your arms out on display for the whole base to see.” Curling her fingers around him, she affected a high voice and said, “My goodness, Jedi Bridger, have you been working out?”


He immediately yanked his arm away. “Stop it. You’re just jealous.”


Sabine raised her eyebrows. “That you still can’t beat me at arm-wrestling? That more girls hit on me than on you? Yeah, real jealous, Ezra, real jealous, totally.”


The medic came back over then. “All set?” she said. “I’m Ava, by the way. Let’s get you into bed.”


“Said no one ever,” Sabine muttered, and Ezra gave her such an insulted look that she snorted a laugh. The other Spectres joined them, smiles on their faces as they heard the banter as well. Maybe if Sabine could keep his spirits up, he’d be okay. A positive attitude was everything, right?


Not that she’d ever believed that banthashit.


“I’ve ordered a few more tests,” Ava said when Ezra was settled in under the covers and poking at the controls of an unknown machine next to him. She ran her finger down her datapad screen. “Scans, analyses, bloodwork – ”


Ezra jerked his arm back. “Hey,” he said. “Leave my blood where it is.”


Ava’s head came up, and Sabine arched a brow at him. Her first response was a joke, but it just as quickly went away. “You’re afraid of needles?” she said.


“No,” he argued. “I just like my blood where it is. Inside my body. Not outside it. I’ve seen enough of it. I don’t need to see any more.”


Ava continued on like he hadn’t said anything. “Two-Onebee will be over to start the IV. Then you’ll just get one poke, and that’ll be it.”


Ezra gave a low groan, and his eyes shifted to Sabine. She smiled and decided now was an okay time to joke. “Want me to hold your hand?”


“Maybe?” he replied in such a meek voice, she thought he might actually mean it.


Ava turned to the other Spectres. “I’ll start the tests and let you know the results, provided Jedi Bridger signs off on a release of information for his family. For now, there’s not much more I can tell you.”


It was a polite dismissal. Hera leaned forward to squeeze his shoulder, and Kanan patted his leg.


“Feel better,” Hera said with a smile. “We’ll be waiting on news that you’re okay.”


“Don’t rush it, though,” Zeb said. “I like having the cabin to myself again.”


“Yeah, well, don’t get used to it,” Ezra threw back, and he was smiling now, too, confident again.


“You’ll be all right,” Kanan added, but Sabine saw the tightness on his face and Ezra’s smile falter just a little bit, and knew that he saw it as well.


“See you soon,” Sabine said, and she turned to go –


Ezra’s hand shot out, grabbing hers. She turned back to him, to find his face earnest and carrying a touch of fear and concern.


“Wait,” he said. “I want you to stay.”


Sabine swallowed. Her throat was way too tight. “Sure,” she said. “Of course.”


Two-Onebee appeared, an IV kit at the ready. Ezra did indeed hold her hand as the droid placed it, squeezing hard. Then it was all over, and there was nothing left for her to do.


“You’ll be back?” Ezra asked as Ava made notes on her datapad. “You won’t just leave me here with all the sickies?”


“ ‘The sickies,’ ” Sabine repeated, rolling her eyes at his word usage. “Of course I will,” she answered with a smile, patting the shoulder where he’d gotten the bite. “Just have them comm me. Rest up, and listen, okay?”


“I will.”


“You will not.”


“I will, I promise.”


“Right.”


“I will.”


“Okay. Take care.”


She walked away, and as she did, she heard the medic say, “Does your girlfriend always put you in your place like that?”


“She’snotmygirlfriend,” Ezra rushed to say.


“My mistake. Let’s get started.”


Worsening
Chapter Summary


Ezra's condition worsens dramatically.


Exercise always helped Sabine work out her anger, irritation, frustration, sadness, unhappiness, and any other negative emotion she didn’t want to be feeling. After completing her duties for the day, she headed straight to the base’s rec room to get a workout in. She’d been going quite a while at the punching bag, sweat pouring down her body, when a voice spoke up at her side.


“There’s not going to be much of that thing left if you don’t take a break.”


Teeth clenched with exertion, Sabine raised her head to level a look at Wedge. He stood with a smile, gripping both ends of a white towel slung around his neck.


“I’ll punch you next,” she said, and socked the bag again. Wedge chuckled.


“What’s got ya down?” he asked. “This seems a little more…extreme than usual. Don’t get me wrong, I’m used to seeing you beat the hell out of things, but…”


“You don’t know the half of it,” Sabine grunted, and kneed the middle of the bag hard.


“C’mon, Sabine. I’ve been here forty minutes, and you were already going hard at it when I got here. Take a break.”


With a sigh, the adrenaline drained out of her, and she relented. “Yeah,” she said, running a hand back through her sweat-soaked hair. “I should.”


When she fell into step besides Wedge, headed toward the showers, he said, “So really. What’s bothering you?”


“It’s Ezra,” Sabine said. “He’s – ” She hesitated. He was what, exactly? “He’s sick.”


Wedge frowned. “Sick? What, did he catch one of those alien-to-human flu strains on your last mission? I’ve heard those can be – ”


“No, he’s…” Sabine crossed her arms and looked at the floor as she shook her head. “He’s really sick.”


“I saw him at the briefing this morning, but I didn’t think it was anything serious. Just fatigue or space lag or something. He works too hard.”


Sabine snorted. “Says someone who works twelve hours a day.”


“No, I know, but…” Wedge paused. “Sabine, he works himself into exhaustion. He’ll come here for two hours at a time, my whole squad’ll see him, doing those forms or conditioning or whatever it is. He doesn’t ever stop.”


“I know.” At the locker rooms, Sabine turned to Wedge with her own frown. “He’s probably more vulnerable to sickness than the rest of us because he wears himself down, plus he’s maxed out on stress. There’s a lot riding on him. But this is something different. Kanan said it’s something called Force sickness, that only affects people who are Force-sensitive. Some lizard bit him, and now it’s, I don’t know, wrecking his cells or something.”


Wedge’s eyes widened. “Shavit. That’s awful. I always thought the Jedi were invincible.” Then he looked down, as if ashamed of the statement he’d made. “Obviously, I know they weren’t, with what happened… But Bridger and Jarrus, they’re unstoppable. I never thought something would actually happen to one of them.”


Sabine looked away again. “Right.” She opened her mouth again, to bid him farewell, when her comlink beeped. Snatching it up, she keyed it before it reached her mouth. “Wren.”


“Hi Sabine, it’s Ava in the medbay.”


“Hi, Ava.”


“Thought you’d like to know that Bridger is doing a little better,” the medic said. “Stable, at least. His aphasia appears to have resolved, and his vitals have gone back down to normal. He’s pretty drowsy, but he might have cleared the toxin out of his system.”


Sabine clutched her chest without even realizing it, blowing out a breath before answering. “Oh, thank the stars. I was so worried.”


“I know you were. It’s always scary when you don’t know quite what’s going on.” She paused, and Sabine waited, anxious, for her next words. “He’s been asking to see you, if you’d like to come down. Says he’s not really feeling all that great.”


“I’m on my way.” Without waiting for a reply, Sabine keyed the device off. “I’ve gotta go,” she said to Wedge, who nodded. She left the rec room, wishing she had a chance to grab a shower and change of clothes, but mostly just overwhelmingly glad Ezra was going to be okay. She smiled as she walked, relieved this was all going to be over soon.


In the medbay, the two medics on duty tended to patients, while three nurses and the Two-Onebee milled around attending to other tasks. At Ezra’s bed, one of those nurses fluffed his pillow behind his head, and he leaned back into it.


“Wow, getting the royal service,” Sabine quipped as she walked up. Ezra turned a smile to her, and she kept her expression neutral at the sight of him. It had only been this morning that the medbay had admitted him, yet he looked wan, his eyelids heavier than she was used to seeing from him.


“Figured I might as well take a break while I’m here,” he replied, and while he was using the correct words, they slurred together a bit like he was on the verge of falling asleep, or drugged.


Or drunk, but she didn’t think he’d appreciate the reminder of that particular incident right now.


Sabine smiled and clapped his shoulder. “They must’ve given you some good stuff,” she said. “I won’t keep you.”


Ezra’s eyes, usually so brilliantly bright but now dull and hazy, narrowed, and he cocked his head. “What?”


“Drugs,” she explained. “They must’ve given you some good drugs. You look like you’re about to pass out.”


Ezra shook his head, the motion overly exaggerated. “No drugs,” he said, the slur worsening. “I’m jus’…really, really tired, I guess.” His eyelids drooped even further, and Sabine stepped back.


“I’ll be back again tomorrow,” she said quietly. His eyes closed all the way, and his head nodded down to his chest. “Take care, Ezra.”


He caught her hand. “Don’t go…”


Sabine adjusted her fingers so that they slid through his. “I’ll stay till you fall asleep, then I’ll go. Sounds like you’ll be shipshape tomorrow.”


“ ‘Shipshape’…tha’s funny…”


Sabine chuckled, glad she’d amused him. He held her hand tight, and a soft breath of air escaped him.


“Do you rem’b’r,” he said, “we were fighting Geonosians on Klatooine? They had horns, not sticks.”


Sabine blinked. What the hell?


“I had a vibroblade, of course.”


Of course? Ezra never fought with a knife. He hated knives, of all kinds. I’ve seen too many people get knifed, and take their own lives that way. With a knife, you have to want to see the light go out in someone’s eyes when you kill them. That’s not me.


“I asked Thrawn why,” he continued, “and he said Tua told the Inquisitor he’d get me.”


“Ezra, you’re tired,” Sabine said, trying to shake off the bad feeling crawling over her skin. “Go to sleep.” She tried to pull away, but his now-clammy hand held hers tight.


“Atollon is warmer than I remember. Humider…humidity…I mean.” Then he opened his eyes and peered up at her, as if not entirely sure he could see her. Sabine’s heart started skipping, cold worry slithering through her. “Sabine? Will you get my parents for me?”


The feeling that slammed into Sabine’s chest was painful and overwhelming. “Ezra,” she whispered, “your parents are dead. They died years ago.”


But he just closed his eyes again and shook his head. “No, not dead. They’re fine. They’re vacationing on Naboo. They always wanted to go there. Can you get them? I want to talk to my mom.”


Ava quietly appeared at her side, her datapad held in one arm. She exchanged a look with Sabine.


“Best to just let him sleep,” Ava said. Her eyes shifted to a monitor on the other side of the bed. “His temperature is high again.”


“I don’t feel well…” Ezra mumbled. “I feel sick.”


“You are sick,” Sabine said, but Ava asked, “Sick to your stomach?” Ezra swallowed and nodded, and Sabine’s breath caught at the sight of a sheen of sweat that had broken out across his forehead.


“You’d better go,” Ava murmured to her. “I need to look into this.”


“Sure,” Sabine said with a nod. “You’ll comm me?”


Ava nodded back, and Sabine turned away.


One of the monitors started beeping more, gaining speed faster and faster. Sabine had only taken one step away when an alarm rang out on another one. Then a third monitor started, the three sounds clamoring for attention against the others, long, dull tones or quick squawks. Metal rattled, and Sabine whirled around to see Ezra’s eyes still closed and his body convulsing violently. Ava pushed her out of the way as two other sets of footsteps pounded up. Sabine watched with fear as a male medic grabbed a syringe from a drawer and injected the contents into Ezra’s IV port. Ava took a large bag from a nurse’s hand and ripped it open to take out a tube and balloon.


“Get her out of here,” Ava ordered as she struggled to hold Ezra down and position the tube above his mouth. The other medic did his best to help, but the convulsions wouldn’t stop.


“What’s going on?” Sabine demanded. “What happened?”


“Dunno,” Ava said. “Need you out now.”


“But – ”


“Out!”


Sabine didn’t move, watching Ezra with her mouth open in horror. Lips pursed, Ava looked up at the nurse across from her, who then moved around the bed toward Sabine.


“Come on, let’s go,” she said.


“No, no way I’m leaving him – ”


The nurse, a short but compact woman, had a surprising amount of strength and grabbed Sabine by the wrist.


“I don’t give two Beselisk’s asses that you’re Mandalorian, kid,” she interrupted. “I will forcibly remove you from this station to care for my patient if I have to. You’re just making things worse.”


At that Sabine snapped out of it and allowed the nurse to pull her back a safe distance away. Not once did she take her eyes off Ezra as Ava held his mouth open and pushed a tube down his throat. Sabine sank into a chair lining the edge of the medbay, the nurse still gripping her wrist.


“What’s going on?” she asked again, her voice thinner this time. “What are they doing to him?”


“He had a seizure,” the nurse explained calmly. “He’s being intubated.”


“Why?”


Sabine barely saw the nurse take a seat beside her as she craned her neck to see what was happening now. The alarms had stopped, with just the steady beep of the heartrate monitor now as whatever medicine the male medic had given Ezra took effect. Ava manually breathed for him, inflating the balloon attached to the tube and watching another monitor.


“Can I get you some water?” the nurse asked. Sabine’s eyes snapped back to her.


“No,” she said. “I don’t want water, I want answers.”


The nurse laid her other hand on top of Sabine’s. “He’s your partner?”


“Yeah, he’s my partner.” The nurse’s hand tightened, and Sabine quickly clarified, “No, not like that, not like that. He’s not…” She trailed off, looking again at Ezra, now calm and sedated. “He’s my crewmate. My family.”


The nurse nodded. “He’s valuable to all of us.”


Sabine looked back at her. “Just tell me what’s going on with him. We know he’s got this Force sickness, but what’s happened?”


“We’re not sure. He improved during the day.”


“Do you have any idea about where this is going? What course the disease is going to take?”


When the nurse’s hands squeezed hers tighter, it felt as if they were around Sabine’s heart instead. The look on the other woman’s face, the comfort she was trying to give Sabine…it didn’t bode well.


“The prognosis isn’t good,” the nurse said gently. “Without an antidote to a toxin the body can’t get rid of…there’s not much we can do but monitor him and make him comfortable.”


Sabine shot up. “Make him comfortable?” she repeated. “The kriff is that going to do? You’re not healing him, you’re…you’re letting him die!”


The nurse’s kind expression didn’t change, and she remained maddeningly calm. “We are doing all we can, Miss Wren. But way out here, without much access to modern medicine…we’re limited.”


“Bacta doesn’t work?”


“We’ve already tried that. Because of what it does to the midi…midi…chlor…id…” She stumbled over the word.


“Midichlorians,” Sabine said on a resigned breath. “You guys don’t even know what you’re up against.”


The nurse’s expression tightened again. “Unfortunately, no. We don’t.”


Sabine crossed her arms and angled her head down toward the floor. “He can’t die,” she said tightly. “He can’t. He’s too important to the Rebellion. Him and Kanan both. And this is just…such a stupid death.”


“It’s not stupid.”


“I don’t need your trite words, okay? It is stupid, from the perspective of what we do. Being struck down by an Inquisitor or Darth Vader or captured by the Empire, those are the things we expect. Not a nip from a lizard.”


The nurse stood with her and patted her on the shoulder. “Why don’t we go back and check on him?”


Sabine didn’t respond, letting the nurse lead her back to Ezra’s bed. He lay quietly, breathing normally, albeit hooked up to a machine to help him. His chest rose and fell in sync with the machine.


“He’s just asleep,” the nurse assured her. “Nothing more.”


But it didn’t look like “just asleep, nothing more.” His skin was far too pale, not its usual warm tan, and his scars stood out starkly against his cheek. He looked as if he’d been sick for weeks instead of worsening dramatically over just one day.


The nurse politely moved away. Sabine reached out for Ezra’s hand and squeezed. “Hang in there, Ezra,” she whispered. “You’re too stubborn for this.”


His hand twitched in hers, just once.
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“News?” Hera asked when Sabine boarded the Ghost that night and walked into the common area. She still hadn’t showered or changed clothes.


“Not good news,” she answered. “He had a seizure and they had to put a tube in him. A machine is breathing for him. He’s asleep now.”


Kanan straightened in his seat. “That got bad fast.”


Sabine nodded. “Yes. And I have a feeling it’s going to get bad even faster if we don’t find a way to help him.”


Hera glanced at Kanan. “There may be a way…” he said vaguely, “but I don’t know how likely it is to work.”


“Tell us,” Zeb said. “Anything. We’ll do whatever it takes.”


Kanan put his hand to his chin. “I had a hunch and dug this up out of the holocron, did some research, pieced it together.”


Hera placed her hand on Kanan’s shoulder. “He’s been very busy,” she said. “This is all he’s done all day.”


“What is it?” Sabine asked. “It’s got to be worth a shot.”


Kanan released a sigh. “There’s this…healer. She was a little older than me when I was a Padawan. Her name is Cilghal, and she’s a Mon Calamarian.”


“Okay,” Sabine said. “So how do we find her?”


“That’s the thing. I don’t know if she’s even still alive. I assumed she died during the Purge with everyone else. I barely knew her. Just saw her in the Temple here and there, a couple of times a year. I never heard anything about her after Order 66, but there’s no reason I would have. I like to think the Jedi I knew are still alive unless I know otherwise, but…” Kanan shrugged. “It’s worth checking out.”


Sabine’s heart began to race with excitement. “Where is she?”


“All I could get out of my research was that she might be back on Mon Cala. But, I don’t know. It’s all so vague – ”


“Kanan,” Sabine cut him off, hands balling into fists. “We have to try.”


“Yeah, I know. I’m not saying we shouldn’t. I just want everyone to be prepared,” he said as he looked around at the crew, “in case this doesn’t pan out. It’s almost too obvious for Cilghal to be there.”


“It’s listed as an Alliance safe world,” Hera put in. “There is a vast network there of people who could help us. Cilghal could be hiding in plain sight.”


“It would be pretty brilliant, actually,” Kanan conceded. “The Empire doesn’t care for nonhumans, and they like to joke about how ‘you can’t tell them apart.’ ”


“That’s terrible,” Sabine muttered. “I can’t tell Imperial white guys apart, but they really do all look the same.”


Zeb chuckled. “And they all feel the same hitting my fist.”


The rest of the crew allowed themselves a laugh, too, and even Chopper beeped with pleasure.


“So that settles it,” Sabine said, feeling some hope flow back into her heart. “When can we leave?”


Hera stood and put her hand on Sabine’s shoulder now, a gentle smile on her face. “We will leave within the hour. Everything’s already been cleared with Command. You should stay here.”


Sabine’s shoulders sagged. “Come on, Hera. You have to let me help.”


“You can help. By staying here with Ezra.”


“But that’s not going to do anything!” Sabine threw her hands in the air. “It’s just going to make me more anxious.”


“If I know Ezra at all, he’ll want you by his side.” Hera shrugged. “Who knows, it could actually help. People in a coma can hear others talk to them.”


“So can plants,” Zeb muttered, and Hera threw him a frown.


“It will help,” Hera murmured. “And I know deep down you don’t want to leave him. I know how much he means to you.”


Sabine crossed her arms and kicked at the metal deck. “Yeah, he’s family.”


Hera chuckled and clapped Sabine’s shoulder. “Right.”


Zeb stood and stretched, then headed out of the common room past Sabine. “Would you believe I actually miss him? I even miss his awful smell. That disgusting soap the Rebellion gives us, those terrible times he uses Kanan’s aftershave…”


Sabine wrinkled her nose. “Ew, is that what that smell is? It makes the whole ship stink.”


“He doesn’t know what he’s doing,” Kanan said as he, too, rose from the couch. “Give the kid a break.”


“I can’t stand his deodorant,” Zeb said.


“You can’t stand when he sweats,” Sabine countered. “At least he wears it. My brother never could figure it out.” Zeb rolled his eyes.


“You would notice,” he said as he passed her. Sabine put her fists on her hips, insulted.


“Hey, what’s that mean, big guy?”


Zeb shook his head. “Just…humans. Young humans. Of mating age.”


“Okay, gross, Zeb…”


“He asked me once if it was possible for a human to mate with a fish and make a mermaid.”


Sabine rolled her eyes. “He did not.”


“Did so.”


“He was fourteen,” Kanan interjected. “Just joined the crew, with no education.”


“His math is still better than yours, Zeb,” Sabine said.


“Don’t need math,” Zeb replied. “Not bloody useful. Although,” he added with a hearty laugh, “you want to see something not useful, you should’ve seen Kanan try to tell him the facts of life.”


Kanan scowled, and now his fists hit his hips. “Someone had to do it, and it sure wasn’t going to be you, Zeb.”


“I offered,” Hera said mildly as she swiped through a datapad.


Kanan shook his head. “A boy needs to hear that from a man. From a fath – ” He cut himself off, shaking his head again. “From another guy!”


“It was worse than abstinence-only education,” Zeb argued, clearly enjoying this way too much. “You told him, and I quote, ‘It’s messy, and it’s not even fun. Feels terrible. Not that I know, I mean, but I’ve heard.’”


Kanan’s frown deepened. “You weren’t supposed to hear that!”


“ ‘Don’t,’ ” Zeb continued. “ ‘Just don’t. You’ll get a girl pregnant, guaranteed.’ ”


Sabine couldn’t remember the last time she’d seen Kanan blush, but indeed he did. She covered her laugh with her hand, while Zeb watched Kanan’s reaction gleefully.


“Ugh,” Kanan said.


Even Hera allowed herself a smile, and then she and Kanan left the room. For a moment, Zeb watched them go.


“You think the kid’s going to be all right?” the big Lasat asked. Cold prickled through Sabine again, and she crossed her arms tight.


“I don’t know,” she said honestly. “It’s pretty scary.”


Zeb looked back at her. “We’ll find her, Sabine. This Mon Cal. You just stay here and take care of him.”


Sabine nodded, staring at the ground. She couldn’t bear to make eye contact with Zeb.


“I’m going to go for a walk,” Zeb said. “Need time to think.”


“Sure.”


He left, and Sabine stood still, lost in her thoughts. Finally, she dropped her arms with a sigh and turned toward the crew quarters. There was nothing more she could do tonight. Absolutely nothing.
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Zeb still hadn’t returned after Sabine showered and changed into fresh clothes, not that she was surprised. When he took these walks, he would be gone for hours, needing time to clear his head and focus again. He rarely did it, but when he did, it meant he was deeply troubled. Sabine could pretend to herself that things were going to be okay with Ezra and deny the seriousness of the situation, but when she saw the fear on the others’ faces, it wasn’t so easy. Knowing even Zeb felt that way made it so much worse.


Sabine passed their cabin on her way back from the ’fresher, and on a whim, entered. Usually they kept their room tidy, as did all the Spectres (even Chopper kept his junk in its place), but she caught hints of Ezra’s orphan background here and there. An extra shirt flung over the corner of the bed. Socks stuffed into a corner. Pants across the hamper instead of inside it, one leg dangling out. Sabine smiled as she walked further in, running her hand along the built-in shelf on the right side. Gas cartridges, a stolen screw of Chopper’s, a couple datacards and a pad.


Sabine turned and sat on Zeb’s bunk, putting her face in her hands. To her right stood the ladder to Ezra’s bunk, and she glanced at it. Making her decision, she stood again and climbed up to his bed, gently crawling across it and feeling like an intruder. The bed wasn’t made – it never was – and the pillow still had an indentation where his head had last rested. It smelled overwhelmingly of him, all those things Zeb had complained about in the common room. Tiredness draping much heavier around her shoulders now, Sabine lay down and pulled the covers over her, hunching her body in tight and closing her eyes. She’d just rest here for a minute, and then she’d go.


<hr>


Sabine woke to the familiar sounds of the ship coming to life around her. With a start she realized she was still in Ezra’s room, in his bed, and, mortifyingly, Zeb occupied the room, too.


“Better get moving,” he commented as he flicked through the datapad near the shelf. “Need you on the ground here.”


Sabine didn’t have an excuse for being in Ezra’s bed, and she pulled her hand down her face as she tried to stave off the embarrassment.


“My sheets were dirty,” she tried.


“You’re just making it worse.”


Warmth blossomed on Sabine’s cheeks, and she gingerly descended the ladder, sweeping her hair back in an effort to appear unaffected. Zeb was going to play it cool; so was she.


But then he turned around to her, and he smirked.


“Your cheeks are so red,” he said.


Sabine gave him her fiercest scowl and punched him in the shoulder. As she made her exit, Zeb teased behind her,


“I can’t wait to see Ezra’s face when I tell him you were in his bunk without your armor on. He won’t be able to walk for an hour.”


“Disgusting,” Sabine growled, slamming the closer.


Back in her room, Sabine packed her duffel with the things she’d need while the crew traveled to and from Mon Cala. Very conservatively, it would take at least four days – two there, two back, and that included almost no time to find a Jedi healer gone underground who might not even be alive anymore.


Sabine’s shoulders sagged as she sighed, and she closed her eyes, her hands still on the contents inside her duffel. A knock sounded outside her door. She cleared her throat.


“Yeah,” she called.


Hera walked in and handed her a small candy bar. “From my stash,” she said. “Thought you needed it more than me.”


“Thanks, Hera.” Sabine tucked it into a side pocket on the duffel, then yanked the zipper across the top.


“It’s going to be all right, Sabine.”


“No,” Sabine said, slinging the bag over her shoulder and turning to the Twi’lek. “It’s not. You guys have a one in a billion chance of finding this Cilghal, if she’s even still alive.”


Hera smiled anyway. “I’ll take those odds.” Sabine snorted.


“Wedge would tell you where to shove them.”


Hera shrugged, looking every bit their calm, confident, unflappable leader. “Corellians are hard-headed egotists with no sense of self-preservation. And Wedge knows it.”


“That he does.” Again, Sabine found it difficult to make eye contact, and she stared at the floor. “I’d better let you guys go.”


Hera reached out and cupped Sabine’s shoulders, prompting Sabine to raise her head again. Still, Hera continued to smile. “Try to take care of yourself, Sabine. ‘For all that the Force does, for all that it is, I am at peace. What will be, will be.’ ”


Sabine wrinkled her nose and made a face. “You know I hate those dumb Jedi things.”


Hera shrugged and tilted her head, and Sabine knew that blasé gesture. She already didn’t like what Hera was about to say.


“I think you love Jedi things more than you know.”


Sabine growled and broke away. “See you later, Hera,” she said through clenched teeth, and walked toward the ship’s exit.


---


Ezra’s condition hadn’t changed, but Sabine didn’t plan on leaving until they kicked her out. She dragged a cheap metal chair up by his bedside and pulled out her datapad. Ezra lay on his side now, though it didn’t look like he’d gotten there himself.


“You sure he’s not in a coma?” she asked Chantal, the dark-skinned nurse. The woman shook her head.


“No, he’s just deeply asleep. We had to give him a couple sedatives to stop the seizure, so he’s out. We turned him to try to make him more comfortable.”


He didn't look comfortable. He looked awful, arms lying limply next to him on the mattress and the ventilator in his mouth. Sabine didn’t like it.


Chantal checked the monitors and made notes on her datapad. For a moment, she worked in silence, only broken by the beeping of the heart monitor and gentle whooshing of the ventilator.


“So, still not his girlfriend, huh?” Chantal finally asked. Sabine blinked, bringing her thoughts back to the present.


“What?”


“He’s really not your boyfriend?”


Sabine frowned. “Not that it’s any of your business, but no. My answer is the same as before. He’s like my brother.”


“Mmhm.”


This line of questioning and the nurse’s attitude made Sabine’s blood begin to boil. “Ezra is a good person, but he’s irritating, immature, and he takes my stuff.” Chantal didn’t seem to be listening, and Ava joined them, glancing at each of the monitors in turn. “I mean, look at him,” Sabine added, thrusting her hand out at his prone form, determined to make her case.


“Oh, honey, I am,” said Chantal. “You could do a lot worse.”


Sabine crossed her arms and grit her teeth, turning away from them (but not before catching Ava’s smile). “Is there a supervisor I can complain to about this? Or do I need to explain Mandalorian law to you both? We don’t stand for our honor being insulted.”


Chantal snorted, and Ava’s smile grew. She pressed a button on one of the monitors, while Chantal said, “Oh, you got it bad, girl.”


“So does he, to be fair,” Ava put in. “Talked about you nonstop.”


“You’re right, it was kind of irritating…”


“He thinks the whole universe of you. It’s like you put the sun in the center.”


Sabine’s face flamed, and her glare worsened.


“Darn shame he’s not on the other side,” Chantal said, shaking her head slowly in disappointment. “I’d fix my son up with him real quick if I could.”


“And her son’s a looker,” Ava added.


“If you don’t stop,” Sabine said, holding tight to her anger, “I am going to have to demand satisfaction.”


“What even is that?” Chantal asked as she hung a new bag on Ezra’s IV pole.


“It’s a duel,” Sabine said. “And I would win. You people don’t look like you exercise much or spend a lot of time on the shooting range.”


“I’m Alderaanian. Not much into blasters. Though I am pretty sure he wouldn’t mind satisfaction from you.”


Sabine let it go, figuring that ignoring them going forward would be her best course. Eventually they moved away to attend to a soldier who’d gotten his leg half blown off by a mine, and Sabine put her chin in her hand and watched Ezra.


It hadn’t been all that late when she’d left the Ghost, and she’d gotten that quick nap. Yet she still felt exhausted from the day and just wanted to go to bed. Her eyes kept closing, until she almost fell forward out of her chair and jerked upright. Chantal stood at the bed again, checking Ezra’s vitals. He hadn’t moved.


“I must’ve fallen asleep,” Sabine said.


“You’ve been here over two hours,” the nurse said. “Go get some sleep, honey. There’s nothing more you can do now, and sitting here worrying isn’t going to do anybody any good. He’s in the Goddess’s hands now.”


Ugh. Sabine stood from the chair and stretched. “Comm me,” she said. “The second anything changes.”


“Of course.”
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Ezra’s status didn’t change over the next couple days, though they did remove the ventilator. He was groggy when he was awake, not really able to communicate much, and he mostly slept.


“The crew made it,” Sabine told Ezra after concluding her call with Hera. She couldn’t say much here, out in the open, but she could at least impart some hope on him. “They’re starting their search now. Kanan is feeling pretty optimistic.”


Which wasn’t entirely true, but Ezra didn’t need to know that. Kanan felt mildly optimistic.


“Mm,” Ezra replied, eyes closed and chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. The color in his face had faded even more, leaving him disturbingly pale. He’d only been in the medbay three days now and spent the entirety of it in bed.


Sabine sighed and sat down in her usual seat in the creaky metal chair close to him. As she often did, she took his hand and wrapped her fingers around it. This time, she put her other hand on top and leaned forward over their clasped hands.


“They’ll find what they’re looking for,” she said softly. “Impossible is what we do.”


Ezra’s right hand, closest to Sabine, lay on the blanket beside him. He lifted it up to her head and let it drift down, over her hair.


“Thank you,” he mumbled. “For staying by me.”


By me, not with me. It was a subtle difference, but it spoke volumes.


“Of course,” Sabine said, but her voice caught, and the words barely made it out.


The next afternoon, as Sabine headed back to her room after lunch, her comm chirped. It was Ava.


“I think you should come down here,” the medic said, her voice solemn.


“I’ll be there right away,” Sabine replied. Heart thudding, she disconnected and hurried to the medbay. Again, personnel clustered around Ezra’s bed, hovering over him. Sabine walked up, dreading what she was about to see. Ava caught her eye and tilted her head toward the wall so they could talk in private.


“I’ll be honest with you,” Ava said once they were alone. “It’s not looking good.”


“What happened?” Sabine asked. “Why is everything worse now? What changed?”


“He’s starting to lose muscular function. The toxin is interrupting the signals in his brain and causing loss of feeling. Paralysis is starting to set in.”


Sabine’s eyes widened. “Paralysis?”


Ava nodded. “Yes. If it spreads to his diaphragm, he may go into respiratory failure.”


Sabine didn’t even realize she was wringing her hands. She had never been a hand-wringer, or a worrier. Now she couldn’t stop.


“Is there nothing you can do?” she asked. Ava’s lips compressed, and she reached out to rest her hand on Sabine’s shoulder.


“We’re doing everything we can,” she said quietly. “I just…don’t know if there’s anything else to do.”


Sabine nodded, tears pricking her eyes. “He’s going to die,” she stated, her voice cracking. “Isn’t he?”


Death had always been near the Spectres, a shadow doggedly hounding their every step, but this just seemed so much worse, so much more insidious and awful and…shocking.


Ava’s hand tightened, and her lips pressed together again. “I’m sorry.”


“How much time…?” Sabine asked.


“A couple days. Maybe.”


The medic pulled Sabine into a hug she didn’t even resist as the tears started falling. Hera hadn’t checked in today, which meant the crew could still be searching for Cilghal on Mon Calamari.


Which meant it would be, at the very least, two days until they landed on Yavin 4 again.


That might be two days too many.


Sabine wiped her eyes as Ava leaned back. “Can I…can I stay with him?” she asked.


Ava nodded. “Yes, of course. We’ll have to ask you to give us some room to work sometimes, but otherwise, you can be here as much as you want.”


Sabine sniffed and walked back over to the bed. Oh gods… she thought. How am I going to tell the crew? How is the whole Rebellion going to continue on? How am I?


Ezra blinked at her a few times as she resumed her seat. She forced a smile as she took his hand again.


“Hey,” she said. “How are you feeling?”


“Not good,” Ezra replied. His voice had roughened over, and the sound was dry rather than the richer texture she was used to. She missed it, she realized. She’d never thought about it before, but she actually liked Ezra’s voice. His smart aleck tone and snarky comments, the kindness and softness of it.


Sabine brought his cold hand to her lips and kissed his knuckles. Ezra frowned briefly, then his forehead smoothed out. He had to see the tears in her eyes.


“Sabine,” he said. “Am I going to be okay?”


Again, she made herself smile through the pain. “Of course,” she rasped. “Yes. Absolutely.”


Ezra turned his head away from her. “You’re lying. I know you are. I can’t even feel the Force anymore, but I know you’re lying.”


That caught Sabine like the hardest kick to the gut she’d ever taken. “You can’t feel the Force?”


Ezra shook his head. For a moment, he lay still, but then, he turned back to look at Sabine. His eyes shone, as if he were restraining tears. “I’m scared,” he said quietly. “I’ve never been more scared. I thought I was, so many times before, but…this is scarier.”


Impulsively, Sabine reached out and lay her other hand against his cheek, then leaned her forehead to his. “Don’t be,” she whispered. “I’m right here. I won’t leave you.”


“Promise?” he asked. Sabine nodded.


“I promise. I’ll…”


A thought struck her. A crazy thought. The craziest one she’d ever had.


No. That’s stupid. No, not stupid…RIDICULOUS.


She clenched her fist and ignored that.


“I’ll marry you,” she said boldly.


Ezra froze under her, not even breathing. Sabine leaned back slowly, and her eyes found his again. She wanted to back down, but she was Mandalorian, and she’d said it, and Mandalorians didn’t back down.


“What?” he whispered.


Sabine nodded and swallowed, forging ahead. “I mean it,” she said. “I’ll talk to Ava and get the papers right now.”


“But…why?”


Her throat constricted, and her fist clenched again. “So you don’t have to – ” Her voice stopped. Die alone. “ – be alone,” she amended.


Ezra shook his head, his expression full of wonder. “I don’t know what to say.”


“Just say yes,” Sabine said, taking his face in her hands again and touching her forehead to his. His warm breath drifted across her lips. “Ezra…will you marry me?”


For the first time in days, he laughed. A bare sound, thin, but it warmed her heart a thousand times over. “All this time,” he said, “all this work, and this was all I had to do to get you to notice me.”


He meant it lightly, but Sabine’s eyes burned. She ducked her head away from his so he didn’t ssee them, and he reached up to her hair again.


“I’m sorry,” he murmured. “Just trying to be funny.”


Sabine took a deep breath and blew it out, just trying to get through this moment. She didn’t know how the hell she would make it through the next couple days, and then…and then…


“Yes,” Ezra said. “You didn’t even have to ask. Of course I will. I would love to marry you.”


That made Sabine smile and huff a little laugh, because a glimpse of the old Ezra, the healthy Ezra, showed through. She patted his hand.


“I’ll go get the papers,” she murmured. “You rest.”


“Don’t be long,” he said as she stood, still holding onto her hand. She smirked at him.


“Already you’re clingy,” she said, and decided now was okay to go for a joke. “No wonder I kept rejecting you.”


Ezra rolled his eyes. “Right?”


Ava stood at the nurse’s station in the middle of the bay making notes on her datapad when Sabine walked up. Chantal sat, typing information into a terminal.


“What can I do?” Ava asked.


Now Sabine’s nerves failed her. “Um,” she said, steeling herself with a glance at Chantal, “we want to get married. Need papers.”


Chantal slammed both hands on the keyboard and looked up at Sabine. “I knew you all weren’t just friends.”


“No, it’s not like that,” Sabine clarified gently. “I just…don’t want him to die alone.”


“Pretty extreme way to do it,” Chantal mused, looking over a datapad lying next to the keyboard. “You all gonna have to kiss, you know. Might be a problem with him being not your boyfriend.”


Ava elbowed her. “Let it go, Chantal.”


Sabine ignored both of them and the simmering anger they triggered. She thought about speaking, but decided nothing good was going to come out of her mouth if she did. So she just held her silence, waiting for one of them to speak again first.


Ava finished what she was doing and looked up at Sabine. “I can’t really tell how much of Ezra is in there right now,” she said. “Are you sure he’s mentally competent enough to do this?”


“Trust me,” Sabine muttered. “He’s competent enough on this particular matter.”


“Okay. We’ll get it set up. I’ll call the chaplain.”


Sabine wrinkled her nose. “Please, no religion.”


“It’s all we have.”


“Fine. Just as long as it’s something simple and…rather quick,” she added.


“Sure. We do this more often than you’d think.”


That didn’t make Sabine feel better.


Ava tapped a frequency into the desktop comm, and almost right away, a female voice came on. “Chaplain.”


“Hi, it’s Ava. Need you in the medbay.”


“I’ll be right there.”


Sabine returned to Ezra’s bunk. He lay in the same position as before, staring ahead at nothing. “I took care of it,” she said.


“Took care of what?” he mumbled.


Dismayed at how quickly he was losing touch, Sabine said, “The wedding technicalities. The chaplain will be here in a moment.”


New footsteps entered the medbay a few minutes later. A portly woman even shorter and rounder than Chantal came up to Ezra’s bed.


“Bridger, what the hell happened to you?” she asked. “I’d heard you were sick, but you look terrible.”


Sabine glowered at her. “You’re the chaplain?”


“I am.” She looked at Sabine, glanced around the medbay, and then back at Sabine again. “Oh.”


“Problem?”


“No,” the chaplain said, her voice losing its bravado. “I just…didn’t expect this. Either of you, or the seriousness of it. They didn’t tell me anything. Why…?”


Sabine left Ezra’s side, and the woman followed her to the wall across from his bed.  “He’s dying,” she explained shortly. “I’m his best friend, and he has no family left. We’re his family, but… I just don’t want him to feel like he’s going through this all alone.”


“That is very kind of you. I don’t know if you realize how kind.”


Kriff, did everyone know he used to have a crush on her? Or still did? Sabine broke eye contact and looked down, rubbing her forehead.


“Right,” she said. “Let’s just…get on with it.”


The chaplain brought out her datapad. “Any kind of service you want in particular? I’ve never done a Jedi wedding before. For obvious reasons.”


“No, just whatever’s standard. I’m not religious, and he’s…” Sabine gestured at Ezra. “Whatever he is.”


“I’m ordained in most of the major religions, but I can also do a simple legal ceremony.”


Sabine clutched her elbows in her hands. “That’s fine. It doesn’t have to be anything fancy or special. It’s really just to make him feel better.”


The chaplain nodded. “I understand. And by the way, my name is Inva.”


“Sabine.”


Inva smiled and, in a way Sabine did not like one bit, said, “I know who you are.”


Sabine scowled. These rebels weren’t making something that was very difficult any easier on her. She turned away without another word and returned to Ezra’s bunk. He opened his eyes as she approached and gave her a wan smile.


“Hi,” he said. “You look beautiful.”


She snorted, and his smile broadened. He was playing it up, which told Sabine there was still some of him left inside a body that was quickly betraying him.


“Hi, Inva,” he greeted the chaplain.


“Gotta say,” she started, “did not expect this to happen to you, Bridger. Any of it. Blasted for shooting off your smart mouth, yes. Captured and disappearing because you did something stupid you knew you shouldn’t have done, yes. But this…no.”


“Yeah, it’s disappointing for me, too,” he said. “Thank you for doing this for us.”


“Sure.” Inva glanced between the two of them again. “If you’re sure…”


“Yes,” Sabine said firmly before Ezra could speak up. Now she was just getting irritated. She took Ezra’s hand. “Ready?” she asked Inva.


From a rough-made bag across her body, Inva withdrew a shabby bouquet of cloth flowers. “These are for you,” she said, thrusting the flowers at Sabine. Sabine inspected them, rubbing at a dark red smudge. “Ah, yeah, that was from the last one, probably.” She rustled through the bag. “She wasn’t doing so hot. Ah.” Now she came up with a small brown box. Removing the lid, she reached inside and took out a thin ring made of dull gray metal. “Also for you.”


Sabine took the ring in her empty palm, feeling its weight even though it was a cheap metal. She swallowed as out of the corner of her eye, Inva gave a thicker duplicate to Ezra.


“All right,” the chaplain said. “Let’s get started.”


The words meant nothing, and Sabine hardly heard them. She spoke at the right moments, and so did Ezra. The entire time, they kept their gaze on each other, their hands linked. Five minutes later, Inva instructed Sabine to slide the ring onto Ezra’s finger, and she held his hand gently as she did. Then he did the same, fumbling a bit, then took her hand again and smiled.


“You make a beautiful bride,” he said, and Sabine rolled her eyes.


“Gag,” she said. “One of your worst.”


Ezra’s smile didn’t change, but he rubbed his thumb across the back of her hand. “I know this isn’t real, but I mean it anyway.”


Sabine didn’t reply, but only because she was trying exceptionally hard to hold back tears.


Inva swiped her datapad. “And that’s it. We’re done. Just need to sign.” She held her datapad and a stylus out, and they both signed their names, Ezra with some difficulty. Inva switched the device off. “So, what are you going to name the kids?”


“Y’all can kiss now,” Chantal said from behind Sabine, causing her to jump. That awful nurse had crept up on them and lurked. Sabine narrowed her eyes at the woman, but Ezra simply laughed. Hearing that sound again made the teasing and humiliation all worth it.


“Fine,” Sabine said through gritted teeth, turning back to Ezra and leaning down to him.


But he surprised her when he held his hand up in front of his mouth.


“I haven’t brushed my teeth in three days,” he explained. “I’m disgusting.”


“Wow,” Sabine replied as she leaned back. “After all these years, I never thought you’d pass that particular opportunity up.”


“Me, neither. But I wanted it to be real.”


His honesty disarmed her, as it always did, and she sank down in her seat. Chantal and Inva wisely moved away, and she felt grateful for their sensitivity.


“Ezra,” Sabine said. “It is real.”


He frowned. “No, I mean…real.” Sabine bit her lip and couldn’t reply, her throat again closing up. “Though honestly, if I’d known you were into dying guys, I would’ve tried a lot harder to get killed.”


“Stop it,” she hissed, her voice too high and tight. His joke wasn’t fair, and it was too real.


“I’m sorry.” Ezra brushed his thumb back along her hand again, looking at her with sincere eyes.


Ava appeared at Sabine’s elbow. “Congratulations,” she said, then paused. “We have some private rooms? If you want?”


“No, we’re not going to – ” Sabine started as her cheeks flamed. Ava held up her hand and shook her head.


“That’s not what I meant. I just thought you might like some time alone for a bit.”


Ah. Some time to be with each other in private to say their goodbyes.


“Oh,” Sabine said. “Right. Sure.” She looked at Ezra, who nodded.


“Let’s get you moved out of here, then,” Ava said to him, before activating the repulsor controls on the bed.


The medbay had two isolation rooms with personal refreshers. One of the other nurses moved around the room, calibrating and setting up monitors when they entered. It had a large, built-in bed in the center of it, connected to one wall at the head. Sabine watched as Ava and the nurse moved Ezra from his narrow bed to the new one, his limbs heavy and uncooperative. Watching that was easily one of the worst parts of all this, seeing how nearly helpless he’d become as the toxin continued to destroy his body.


“Thanks,” Ezra said once he was settled. He looked around, seeming to be in better spirits. “I like it.”


Ava smiled. “Good. Let’s get you hooked up again.” She reached for the various devices, then paused. “Unless you’d like a shower first?”


“That would actually be great.”


“Do you think you can do it on your own, or do you need a nurse?”


Ezra colored. “No, I’m okay.”


“All right. Call us when you’re ready to get back in bed. There’s a fresh gown already in the ’fresher, and your effects are on the chair. I’ll just waterproof your port here, and you’ll be set.”


Ava and the nurse quietly left, and Sabine looked at Ezra again. With the bigger bed and complete privacy, it was clear this was a room for couples to have their last moments of time together before one passed away. Ezra didn’t even make a quip about it. No jokes, no nothing. It felt awkward in all the wrong ways. What she wouldn’t have done to hear him say something inappropriate and to have to smack that dumb grin off his face.


She would have killed for it. No question.


Ezra slowly swung his legs off the side of the bed and slid down to his feet. Sabine rushed to help him as he wobbled, and he slung his arm around her neck. She wrapped her arm around his waist and helped him to the ’fresher. They made their way slowly, his steps unsure and shuffling.


“Thanks,” he grunted once they stood in front of the small shower. Sabine carefully let go of him, and he leaned heavily on the counter as she reached into the stall and turned the water on. It sputtered out ice-cold, and she closed the door to wait for it to warm up.


“You sound good,” Sabine said. “Not as tired.”


“Does it hurt?”


“Yes,” he said. “It does.”


Sabine cast her gaze down and didn’t reply. Her chin trembled. Boldly, Ezra reached out a shaking hand and tilted it up to meet his eyes. He looked more aware than he’d been for the last couple days.


“But not as much as losing you is going to hurt,” he said softly. “Sabine…I never told you – ”


Sabine fiercely shook her head, intentionally shaking his hand off. “No,” she said, her voice already full of tears. “Don’t start in with that shit. Don’t.”


Ezra sighed and let his hand drop back to his side. “I suppose you already know how I feel,” he murmured.


Petulantly, Sabine stomped her foot on the ground. “Stop it!” she exclaimed shrilly. “Stop!”


Ezra looked away, but she saw the hurt. Roughly palming the tears away from her eyes, she opened the shower door again. “It’s probably warm now,” she said.


For a moment he didn’t do anything, and even though he was deathly sick, she knew that pensive expression. Then he nodded and grabbed at the front ties to the gown. Sabine winced as she watched him grow frustrated with his fumbling fingers, the dull metal of the wedding ring on his left hand flashing under the lights.


“Here,” she murmured, moving close and reaching out to him. But Ezra backed away, his face set.


“I’m okay,” he said. Sabine quirked a smile.


“Let me help. I’m your wife, after all,” she said cheekily.


Ezra tried to fight a smile, but it crossed his face anyway. “Okay.”


Taking a deep breath, Sabine reached for the ties again, starting at the top and then moving to the two below it, at mid-chest and waist. Slowly, the light blue gown parted beneath her hands, and the intimacy of the moment made her breath catch. With gentle hands, she pushed the gown off his shoulders, still strong despite the sickness inside him, and he shrugged to move it down all the way. It struck her then how much he trusted her, for him to let her see him this vulnerable, this sick, and almost completely unclothed.


Then his eyes met hers again, and she burned beneath his gaze. The shower had steamed up the tiny room already, and Sabine was surprised to realize that she wished this were anything else. That they really were undressing each other, because they wanted to, not because she was trying to help him clean up as he hovered on the thin edge between life and death. The irony of them just having gotten married and removing clothes, yet having no intention to consummate, was not lost on her.


She barely thought about it. Just pushed up onto her toes, pulled his head down to hers, and kissed him, long and soft. Ezra didn’t react much, hardly kissing her back, but she wasn’t expecting much anyway. After a couple moments, Sabine settled back onto her feet, opened her eyes, and smiled at him when he opened his.


“Why,” he said, “did you wait to finally do that when I am literally on the brink of death?”


Sabine laughed. “I’ll help you,” she said, and grabbed the cloth and bottle of wash off the counter by the sink. She took his hand to lead him into the teeny stall.


Ezra startled as if struck when the hot water hit him, and he turned his face up into it.


“This feels good,” he said. “I missed showering and being clean.”


“Good.”


Sabine guided him to the back of the stall to prop him against it, then soaped up the washcloth. Gently – she wouldn’t say “lovingly” – she moved the sudsy cloth over his body, while he stood stock still and watched her. She poured a bit of the wash into her hands and moved them to his hair. He ducked his head down, and the water from his body streamed off onto hers, down her arms to the floor below as she massaged the wash into his scalp. She felt rather than heard a breath shudder out of him, so she kept doing it. Finally she rinsed him off, her hands cradling his face, and their eyes met again.


---


Sabine’s clothes were soaked through, so after she helped Ezra tie on another gown and get into bed (she politely turned her back so he could swap underwear, which he’d left on for the shower), she got his clothes out of the bag of his effects on the chair. Trying not to think too much about it, she stripped and pulled Ezra’s pants and shirt on over her bare skin.


Even though he hadn’t worn them in days, they still smelled like him – the old him, before he got sick. Sabine closed her eyes and inhaled the comforting scent deeply, her mind traveling back in time to Myrkr. She replayed the memory from when he got bitten, scouring it for the moment when she could’ve saved him.


It’s my fault, she thought. I’m the one who failed him. I was supposed to be watching his back, and now he’s going to die.


Her breath whooshed out of her, and her shoulders sagged. Two tears streaked down her cheeks.


Because of me.


Blinking, sniffling, Sabine again wiped the tears away. She would be damned if she’d let Ezra see how much this devastated her. He couldn’t even feel the Force right now, and Kanan was parsecs away racing to save Ezra’s life. She couldn’t imagine the fear he must feel.


Sabine gulped back a sob and exited the ’fresher. Ezra lay where she’d left him in the bed, on his side facing her with the covers pulled up. His eyes were still closed. Without hesitating, Sabine climbed in next to him. He didn’t even stir. Mindful of his hurting, weak body, she moved closer and wrapped her arms around him. Ezra curled in on himself, and she cradled him close, her cheek resting on his nearly dry hair.


“Sabine.”


“Yes?”


“Do you think it’s going to hurt?”


“What?”


“Dying.”


Sabine’s chest constricted painfully around her heart, and for a moment, she couldn’t breathe. “You’re not going to die. So it doesn’t matter.”


“Then why did you marry me?”


Because he was going to die. And she didn’t want him to be alone. But saying that would only contradict her previous statement. So she said nothing.


“This sucks,” he said. “For the record.”


“Well, you’re in a good mood again,” Sabine said. “So that counts for something.”


“Finally got you in bed with me. Couldn’t be happier.”


“And there it is. I was waiting for your immature brain to show up.”


Ezra responded with a weak chuckle. “Of all the times for you to kiss me, it had to be when I hadn’t brushed my teeth. I brushed them all the time on the Ghost, just in case.”


Sabine laughed. That didn’t surprise her one bit. By the slow rise and fall of Ezra’s chest and his stillness, Sabine knew sleep wasn’t far off. She thought she’d try for one last laugh.


“I’ll let you grope me,” she offered. “One free grope.”


His body shook gently in a silent laugh. “Only if you grope me back.”


Sabine smiled. “Sure.”


Already close to sleep, he didn’t do anything, not that she really expected him to. She felt desperate for a return of the old Ezra, already missing and mourning him.


“What, are you really going to leave your wife unsatisfied on her wedding night?” Sabine joked. This was their first chunk of time alone, and she wasn’t ready to let the night end just yet. She felt afraid that if she fell asleep, something would happen to him. If he was awake with her, then he’d be okay.


“Raincheck for sure,” Ezra replied. He sounded amused, at least, but it broke Sabine’s heart and soul to see him utterly unable to volley back and forth with her – especially about this, something he had wanted for literally years.


It was like he was already gone.


“I can’t believe I’m going to die a virgin,” he said after a couple moments of silence. Sabine burst out laughing. “Utterly unbelievable.”


Just that silly statement gave her a bit of hope, a little light in the darkness, that he was going to be okay. That he was still fighting, if he could still be goofy about something so unimportant right now.


Sabine squeezed her eyes shut, a tear slipping down her face, and she held him tighter.


In the morning, Sabine woke to the sound of a chirp. Her comlink. She quickly rolled over in the bed and snatched it up. “Wren.”


“Sabine, it’s Hera.”


Relief and fear flooded Sabine in equal measure. She wet her lips. “News?”


“We’ve got Cilghal. We’re less than a day out. I’m sorry we couldn’t call earlier, but we had to get out quick and stay silent. We’ll be there soon. How’s Ezra?”


Sabine sat up and ground the heel of her hand into her eye. She’d barely slept last night, so acutely aware of Ezra next to her and everything he did. His moans, gasps, and muttered nonsense.


“He’s…not good,” Sabine answered. “The medic doesn’t think he has much time left. I’m with him.”


“Okay. Good. Stay with him. We’ll be there as fast as we can. Spectre Two out.”


Anyone else listening would probably think the Ghost crew’s pilot had everything under control and was as calm and collected and unflappable as always. But Sabine could hear the strain and tightness in it. She blew out a breath and looked over at Ezra, lying on his back asleep next to her.


“Did you hear that?” she asked. “They found help. They’ll be here in less than a day.”


Ezra didn’t respond, and he lay so still that Sabine gently shook him.


“Ezra? I know you’re tired, but…good news!”


Still, nothing, and panic began to claw at Sabine’s heart.


“Ezra.” She shook him harder. “Ezra!”


Her entire body shaking, Sabine pressed her first two fingers to his neck right below his jaw. It felt like an eternity passed before his pulse jumped up to meet them.


“EZRA!” she shouted, and dug her nails into his hand. When pain failed to wake him, she slapped the emergency button beside the bed.


“Code Red, Isolation Room 2. Code Red, Isolation Room 2.”


A mechanical voice calmly repeated the words. Sabine took Ezra’s cold hand in both of hers and brought it to her lips. “Ezra,” she whispered, “please don’t go. You can’t. I...I love you. I know it took me a long time, but I do, I really do, and I couldn’t bear it if you left.”


Then the emergency personnel arrived, and within seconds they had taken him away again, leaving her alone in his empty room trying to make sense of it all. 
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